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Purpose of Transvestia 


TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons 
who have become aware of their “other side” and seek to express it. 
The magazine provides — 


EDUCATION — ENTERTAINMENT — EXPRESSION 
to help its readers achieve — 
UNDERSTANDING — SELF ACCEPTANCE — PEACE OF MIND 


in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexu- 
ality, bondage, domination or fetishism. These are left to others to 
develop. They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro- 
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field. 


DPIPOP POLIO LPO AP POL LI LP OL OP LPO LP AP OP LPO LIM 
THE COVER SYMBOL 


The symbol on the cover expresses the philosophy of this publication. 
The head, divided diagonally, represents our two sides — mind (Wisdom) 
and face (Beauty). 


The lateral curving line portrays the ancient Chinese duality of the 
“Yang” (masculinity) and the “Yin” (femininity) — the two aspects of 
human nature. 


The total symbolism indicates the wholeness of a human being — not 
all masculine — mind and reason, abstract and unseen — and not all 
feminine — beauty, desirability, and appearance, but rather an integra- 
tion of both. 


PPP PD AIO DODD LPO PIO LD LPP APOLLO POI Pe 
A “SAYING” OF JESUS 
“When you make the two one. . . and when you make the 


MALE AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE ... 
then shall you enter the kingdom.” 


From the Gospel According to St. Thomas. 
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This space should contain Mary’s picture 
as our Leading Lady for this issue. However, 
Mary wishes to offer her apologies and a word 
of explanation. Since she lives full time and 
works as a woman it is necessary that she keep 
her nature and identity under cover. She works 
with a lot of women and it might greatly impair 


her ability to earn a living it if were known to 
them that she was an FP. Society being as un- 
understanding, ignorant and intolerant as it is 
she simply feels that discretion is the wiser 
road in this matter. She is sorry but hopes 
you will understand and be satisfied with the 
picture of her that appeared in our picture 
issue. 


ey _<__ Leading Lady 


MARY MAKES IT 


Mary 5-N-1 FPE — eee Cte 


As many of you know, I am Virginia’s assistant at Chevalier, and 
have been working two days a week with her for nearly 21% years. 
Shortly before this, I started living full time as Mary. The events, and 
reasons for this, go back as far as I can remember. 


I won’t bore you with the details of my early life, because it is mostly 
the same as many others. However, you must know a few facts to better 
understand the reasoning behind the decision to live as I do. 


To begin, I was an only child, and have only a few close relatives. I 
was very much underweight, and still am, for that matter, 115 dripping 
wet! Height was always about average, and leveled off at 5’ 8”. I liked 
sports, but couldn’t compete, because of my size, and was always the 
last to be chosen to play on a team. School work was hard, but I managed 
to get average grades, and finished High School. Mother and Father 
were happily married, and did everything they could for me. Mother, 
perhaps, over-protected me and didn’t want me to get hurt playing with 
the other kids. As a result of this, I became somewhat of a loner. I had 
my share of cuts and bruises though. I loved and respected my father, 
but somehow felt closer to Mother. Sex was a topic never discussed, 
and had to be learned through other channels. My Father died when I 
was 18. Mother and I lived together, off and on, until she died 4% years 
ago. I have never been married. 


Strangely enough, though the desire was always there, dressing was a 
very rare thing all through childhood, and into my mid-twenties. It was 
not until age 28, when I found some clothes in a store room, that I really 
dressed for the first time. The best way that the late start can be explained 
is, that for me, dressing had to be pretty much complete, and the 
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clothes had to fit. The times before were disappointing, because the 
available clothes were not right for me. Of course I did not dream of 
buying feminine things for myself in those days. An interesting point 
can be mentioned however, and that is that I never felt the need, nor 
wanted to wear anything feminine under my masculine clothing, and 
never did. Again for me, it had to be all or nothing. Then one day, I 
found a magazine about female impersonators. You can be sure that 
I read, and reread that magazine. It was the first time I had seen pictures 
of men dressed in women’s clothes, and at last I knew that I was not the 
only one. From reading the material, I felt that I was not one of them, 
but the knowledge that others were doing the same thing, made me feel 
much better. Dressing became a little more frequent, about once 
every two or three months. I still wasn’t satisfied with my appearance, 
even though I always did the best job possible, complete with make up 
etc. This went on for several years, until at about age 38, when I bought 
my first clothes, matching sweater, skirt, and capris. Shortly after this, 
came the first cheap wig. At last, for the first time, I felt much more pre- 
sentable. Along with this there developed the desire to go out. 


The first time out was a very hurried trip to the corner mail box at 
night. I left the door to the house unlocked, so that there would be no 
trouble getting back to safety! Well, I made it, the feeling after the first 
time out is hard to describe, relief, the wonder of it all, and pure joy! 
There were other trips after this, going for drives, window shopping, etc. 


It was then that I saw a short article in Sexology magazine, saying 
that a magazine was being published for transvestites. I wrote for the 
address, and got Chevalier’s box number. After ordering two or three 
times, Virginia wrote a note, saying that since we had the same inter- 
ests, and lived near each other, it might be nice to meet. This is the 
way Virginia and I met, just about ten years ago, before she organized 
FPE, I am one of the very first members. 


Dressing and going out continued, and a new feeling came over me, 
I found, I did not want to dress unless I was going out. Weekends and 
vacations were spent as a woman, shopping, eating out, and most 
everything else that women do. 


Then came the fateful day when Mother retired from her job in a 
distant city, and came to live with me. This was a problem, because by 
now dressing had become a part of me. I had also started electrolysis 
treatments for removal of my beard. As mentioned before, Mother and 
I had lived together before, we always got along very well, and never 
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interfered with each other. Mother could support herself, so that was 
one load off my mind. Now, however, I had to tell her about this thing, 
because I knew I couldn’t suppress it for long. I told her I was going to 
a party as a girl, and would like to dress for her, to get her opinion. She 
said she would like to see me. I dressed carefully, then came out for her 
inspection. Mother was quite taken aback, what she saw was better 
than she had expected. (This is something to think about when you tell 
someone about TV. Either dress, or have pictures to show them at the 
time. Otherwise, they can only visualize a man in a dress, and this may 
not be very pleasing to them.) We sat and talked for awhile, and then 
she called a neighbor in! Mother introduced me as a friend, and it was 
a little while, before the neighbor caught on, when she did, she thought 
it was great. After our friend left, Mother and I talked a little more. 
She thought I looked all right, but wondered why I would buy a wig 
for just one party. It was then that I told her a little of what dressing 
meant to me. 


I gave her Virginia’s pamphlet to read while I changed back. After 
she read the pamphlet, we talked it through, and I told her I would have 
to dress once in awhile. I said that if she couldn’t go along with it, we 
would have to go our separate ways. I guess Mother loved me, and felt 
I could do no wrong, because she said that she could see nothing wrong 
in what I wanted to do. We decided that we would stay together, and 
try to work things out. Things did work out, and it wasn’t long before 
we were going out together every place as mother and daughter. Mother 
got to the point where she enjoyed being with her new daughter, but it 
was hard for her to get used to calling me by my femme name. She 
would get a chuckle out of it when a waitress would ask what we two 
ladies were having for lunch. Mother accepted me to the point of 
going to FPE meetings with me, where she enjoyed the other TVs and 
their GGs. One thing I did, was to not dress unless we were going out 
for the day, I believe this was a contribution to her acceptance of me. 


Mother and I had a few happy years together before she died 414 
years ago. Now I was really alone, by this is meant, no family, no one 
depending on me, I was, so to speak, “free.” That was the first time 
that I seriously thought about living full time. You might think that 
all of the things I had done in the past had been done with this thought 
in mind, but such was not the case. Though, like many, I dreamed for 
years about living full time as a woman, I could see no possibility of 
it happening to me, of all people. But it did. 
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One should never “just decide” to live like this. There are many 
problems to be worked out before such a step is taken. In my case, I 
still wasn’t sure that I could pass in any situation. Electrolysis was 
still not complete. Even though, I had stopped shaving, I still had to go 
for treatments every week. For those who are interested, it took four 
years at one hour a week for complete beard removal. The beard was 
not heavy, about average, and blond in color. Then there was the matter 
of a living to be made. Not being blessed with a fortune, I had to think 
of something to work at. The work I had been doing would have been 
suitable, but was done mostly by men. I wanted to go into a field 
which was mostly occupied by women, one which would further test 
my ability to pass. Going to school as Mary, working in close associ- 
ation with other students, and the general public, would be the final 
test. If this could be done, there was every reason to hope that I could 
live, and work as a woman. 


Even with these decisions made, it was another two years before 
the change was made. Why? As I said before, you don’t just decide 
to take this step. I had a good job with a secure future, this would have 
to be given up. I knew I would have to live on savings for at least a 
year, while going to school, and getting established. You think awhile 
before you give up a job that you like, with people who like and respect 
you. You know that you will have to move from a home you have lived 
in for a number of years. Then there are many of the friends you had 
whom you will never hear from again, because you know that they 
would not accept your new ways of life. 


In my case, electrolysis was still not complete, and this was a must, 
because of the work I had decided upon. At the school I was going to 
go to, students work closely with each other, at first, and I felt that 
it would be odd to be a woman with whiskers! 


This was about the time that I started with hormones. The reasons 
for this, pro and con, have been discussed in the pages of TVia before, 
so I won’t go into that here. Suffice it to say, that I went to see Dr. 
Benjamin, who examined me, and prescribed the hormones. After 
three years, no padding is needed, though my figure still leaves much 
to be desired. I will say here, that I have never known a kinder or more 
understanding man than Dr. Benjamin. We have become quite good 
friends, and I will always love and respect him. 


Now we come to the change itself. It must be said here, that I have 
had help from a number of people, two in particular. Virginia, bless 
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her heart, offered me part time work at Chevalier. Another good 
friend asked me to move into an apartment with him, he would pay a 
large share of the rent, while I had furniture to contribute. So there it 
was, I quit my job, moved into the new apartment as Mary, enrolled in 
school, and started my new life. 


The legal problems now had to be faced. Remember, a man does not 
suddenly stop living after 48 years, (without a death certificate), and 
a woman of that age, start living. He with no future, and she with no 
past. I must say here that I had been seriously thinking of sex reas- 
signment surgery as the only means of legalizing myself, as well as for 
other reasons. However, I did not want it right away, because I wanted 
to be sure that I could, and indeed wanted to live and work as a woman. 
Virginia took me to see her attorney. There were a number of questions 
to be answered. Time was short, because in this state, one has to take 
an examination to work in the field I had selected. This would come up 
in about six months. Then, too, something had to be done about a 
driver’s license, this is a state document, if you lie, it is a felony charge. 
Was immediate surgery the only answer? The attorney suggested 
a legal name change, this would solve a number of problems, and 
would have to be done in any case. 


So I had my day in Court! Dressed in a pretty blue suit, with black 
patent shoes and bag, and Virginia among the spectators, for moral 
support, I answered the attorney’s questions. I can tell you that I felt 
very small in that big witness chair! The questions dealt with how I 
was living, and what I intended to do in the future, as reasons for the 
name change. The judge was very nice, and understanding, and he 
granted the name change. He also asked us into his chanbers after the 
hearing, for a talk. The judge hadn’t heard of this situation before, and 
wanted to learn more about it. Believe me, he did learn more with 
Virginia there! 


Armed with a legal femme first name, (my last name was not changed), 
many doors were opened. The name was changed on my S.S. account, 
bank and charge accounts, and other records, even church records 
were changed. It took a bit of courage for an introvert such as myself 
to go to the Department of Motor Vehicles with my license, to have 
the name and picture changed. There was no trouble, and they were 
very nice. After all, I was doing nothing wrong. However, they would 
change only the name and picture, not the sex designation. There is no 
law in this State against cross dressing in itself. 
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Work in school went along very well. When it was over, I knew, 
having had this experience, that I would be able to live as I wanted. 
Good friends were made there, who are still good friends. I was 
accepted as the woman I am, who could ask for more? 


Getting started in my new work, was the next step to be taken. I 
wasn’t sure just how I was going to go about it. Starting up cold in any 
business is not easy, and it takes a long time before you can make ends 
meet. As it turned out, things were made easier for me. As mentioned 
before, I had help from a number of people. One of these is a very 
fine person who took me into her office. She is in the same line of work, 
and knew I needed a start. Words cannot describe the things she has 
done for me. All I can say is, that I owe a great deal to this wonderful 
woman and her husband, who accept me for what I am. Business is 
building up, but it will be some time before I can get back to where I 
was financially. Life has its compensations, however. 


This brings us up to the present. I will try to summarize, and add a 
few thoughts for those of you who may be thinking of going full time. 
In the ten years before the change, I had lived the feminine life for 
nearly two years off and on, counting weekends, vacations, etc. 
With this experience, I at least knew that the life of a woman is not 
all ruffles and lace. You soon come to reality after an experience such 
as shopping in 90 degree weather, high heels, tight girdle, and hot wig. 
Those sidewalks seem to get harder as the hours wear on, and you wish 
you were home in bed. When you do get home, there is the house to 
care for, perhaps laundry to do, and dinner to prepare. Think about 
these things! If you live alone, you are the one who must do them. If 
you have an understanding GG, who will help you, count yourself 
lucky. A question — would she still be understanding and helpful, if 
you went full time? Living this life a few hours or even a day once in 
awhile is one thing, but day after day is something else. The business 
of dressing, make up, and hair do, takes on a new meaning, and must 
be done quickly and yet adequately. No longer do you have the luxury 
of spending a couple of hours or more, “getting ready,” there just isn’t 
time. You have to get to work, and you do have to allow time for sleep- 
ing, you know! Even the idea of shopping for new clothes changes. 
Before you thought it would be nice to have a new blouse or skirt. Now 
you have to have these things, money and time are short, so — oops, 
darn, there goes a runner in that new pair of stockings! I could go on, 
but by now you should see that there is a difference between wanting 
and doing. Life is not easy, no matter which gender role you are living. 
(You do learn to wear comfortable shoes and clothing when shopping!) 
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Anne 22-W-3 FPE 


Diana Joyce 
32-H-4 FPE 


We all have goals that we strive to reach but the means of doing 
so many change as one gets new insights into the problem. They did 
for me as I will try to explain. I felt that to be whole and complete, to be 
“real” to myself and to society, sex change surgery would be necessary. 
I might mention here that I have a slight speech impediment and per- 
haps because of this I was quite withdrawn into myself in early life. 
Communication with women was difficult for me and anything further 
than that was almost impossible. Partly because of this I felt that if I 
were to become a woman my speech defect would be less of a handicap. 
This therefore provided another justification for surgery. For this and 
other reasons I had my mind made up that this was the path that I 
would follow. 


I had enough money in my savings account to pay for it but spending 
it this way would have left me with nothing to go on while getting es- 
tablished. I knew that I had better wait until I was sure I could make a 
living. It was a good thing that I did wait because working with Virginia 
at Chevalier I have learned a great deal. Virginia and I used to have 
some serious arguments about surgery. I would sometimes get very 
frustrated and angry with her and I’m sure she did with me. Virginia 
would say that surgery would only give me the sex and that that was 
not necessary for me to live the life that I wanted to live. I would come 
back with the argument that I could not be “real” to myself or to 
others without it and that she just could not understand my feelings. 
However, gradually I came to realize that she was right. My work at 
Chevalier had a great deal to do with my changing my mind. Each 
mail delivery brings personal problems to us at Chevalier. We try to 
advise, counsel and help as best we can. All of this used to be done by 
Virginia alone but as I worked with her and got an idea of how she 
handled various situations I found that I could relieve her of some of 
this load. When she was away on trips I had to take on most of it my- 
self. In this way I became acquainted with other people’s difficulties 
and this enabled me to see my own position in a different light. 
Eventually I realized that I was not a transexual and that surgery 
was not for me. 


I have known quite a number of transexuals who have had surgery 
and, if the truth were known, a great number of them are not nearly 
as happy as they thought they would be. Many of them wish that they 
had never had it. Some of them, of course, have been able to make 
the adjustment and are living useful lives. All but a few have had to have 
additional surgery at least once and one has had seven different opera- 
tions. It is not even certain that sex change surgery will make one a 
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female in the eyes of the law. In a recent case in England the judge 
ruled that an operated TS was not really a female biologically speaking 
and her marriage was annuled. So, from this standpoint, I could never 
really be a female anyway. Since the operation would not make me 
“real” in this sense, I realized that it would accomplish nothing for me 
that I had not already accomplished and I abandoned the idea. 


Today life for me is much the same as for any other unmarried 
working woman. It is said that woman’s work is never done and I can 
attest to that. But please understand that I love this life and would not 
change back for anything. I don’t put down my former life, it was 
successful and enjoyable and my life today is the better because of it. 
I have about everything that I need and I’m happy. What would surgery 
add that would make things any better? Perhaps a man? As a man my- 
self I was not a homosexual, and surgery would not make me want a 
male sexually. I remember what Susanna said in one of her columns, 
“T don’t want sex, I want femininity.” Well, I already have femininity 
and that’s enough. Life today is better than I had ever dreamed it could 
be. I have achieved my original goal (to be a woman) but I have done 
it by my own efforts and not just from the necessity following an 
irreversible act of surgery. I’ve made it and I’m glad! 


Since writing the above and submitting it to Virginia I have had an 
additional experience worth recounting. A favorite Aunt of mine died 
recently and I had to fly to Oakland to attend her funeral. Naturally 
my other relatives did not know of the change in my life so I had to 
revert, for one day, to my man self. I experienced exactly the same com- 
plete reversion that Virginia describes in her Virgin Views editorial in 
this issue. I had no expectation of having to make this change when 
she told me about her experience but nevertheless it happened to me 
just as she has described for herself. 


One additional point of interest — because of my speech defect I was 
always quiet and introspective as a man. I lived in a sort of shell. As 
Mary I have become much more outgoing. During this day as a man 
I found myself slipping back into the quiet retiring personality I had as 
a man. Suddenly I realized that I didn’t have to live in that shell any 
more and as a result I “borrowed” some outgoingness from Mary and 
“grafted” it onto my manself with interesting results both to myself 
and to my relatives. They thought I was a changed person. If they only 


knew how changed! Wow! 
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ESCAPE 


Kathy 5-P-4 FPE 


Michele Duval applied the finishing touches to her lips, filling in the 
outline with considered brush strokes, examined herself carefully in the 
vanity mirror, and satisfied with the image reflected back at her, came 
away from her dressing table. 


She removed her fitted housecoat and placed it on a silken padded 
hanger and hung it carefully in the closet from which a faint scent of 
perfume drifted out. 


Most carefully she donned a black formal evening gown, cut low in 
front and much lower in the back. The lines of the dress were most ele- 
gant in their simplicity and depended for effect on the shapely form now 
contained in it. 


Casually walking over to the full length mirror on her bedroom wall 
she inspected, very critically, the over-all appearance she made and was 
apparently pleased. The dress fitted perfectly, and the cleavage of her 
bosom was just right— interesting and exciting—but not brazen or crude. 


Casually picking up the light colored mink stole and over-the-elbow 
gloves which she had previously laid out, she made her way down to the 
lower level of her home. If anyone had been present they would have 
admired the grace and poise with which she descended the stairs— 
provided, of course, that they could take their eyes off of the delicate 
features of her face beautifully proportioned and made up. 


Glancing at the jewelled watch on her slim wrist, she noted that it 
was just about time to leave for the reunion which was planned for this 


evening. 
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The cab she had arranged for was waiting in the driveway and she 
allowed herself to be assisted in entering by the cabbie and sank back in 
the soft seat making herself comfortable for the long ride ahead. The 
cabbie turned on the radio and the music, as it filled the cab, caused 
her to let her thoughts wander back to the beginning. 


**e 


The “Jelly Bee”, was one plane of a huge formation of B 17’s, and was 
preparing to get back into formation after having dropped it’s bomb 
load on an industrial target in Germany. Just at that moment it was 
struck by flack in the two right engines and this caused it to lag behind 
the formation. 


Soon German fighters were after the wounded bird and Mike Dolan, 
the ball gunner, soon exhausted his ammunition trying to fight them 
off. He rotated the turret so that he could reenter the ship feeling like 
a sitting duck with nothing to fight back with. No sooner was this 
accomplished than he heard the order to bail out. 


Quickly he snapped on his chest pack and followed the two waist 
gunners into the clouds that surrounded the ship, pulled the ripcord 
not even having time to think of what might happen when he hit the 
ground. 


Fortunately the field he landed in was soft from recent rains, and he 
quickly collapsed his chute, unsnapped the harness and headed for a 
small group of trees several hundred yards away. 


Was he still in Germany or where? He could not judge since he did 
not know how much time had elapsed since the bomb run. During this 
summer of 1943, intelligence had informed all air crews to head for 
Spain if they were forced to bail out over German occupied Europe. 
now what was he to do? 


His thoughts were interrupted by a shabbily dressed girl of perhaps 
13 years who ran up to him from out of nowhere and asked him to follow 
her. 


He hesitated, the thought occurring to him that she might want to turn 
him over to the enemy and then it dawned on him that she had spoken 
in English. “First, tell me who you are and where you will be taking 
me?” he demanded. 
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Quickly she informed him that she was with the French Underground, 
that he was in France and that a German patrol would soon be on the 
scene and that she and her friends would get him out of the immediate 
area until they could decide how to get him out of the country. 


He made a quick decision to follow her and she led him to a farm- 
house a short distance away where his clothes were taken from him and 
he was given others befitting a farmer. 


When he was asked if he could ride a bicycle and answered in the 
affirmative, he was told to follow a young man named Jean but at a safe 
distance behind so that if he were captured, the young Frenchman would 
be able to get away. 


It was almost dark when they started out pedalling with Jean in the 
lead, and it was almost daybreak when they pulled up behind a large 
house in a more heavily populated area. 


It was with much relief that he followed Jean into the house where 
he was introduced to Roger and Colette Simone who said that they 
would help him escape and asked him not to worry. After this Jean 
departed and he was left alone with these new friends. 


Although he could not speak French, he soon learned that his hosts 
were able to converse in English though with a slight accent. “We must 
arrange for an identification card for this young man, and then make 
plans to move him to Paris.” Roger informed his wife. 


“True,” she answered, “but first let us allow our friend to get some 
much needed rest.” She led him to a small bedroom and it was only 
moments before he was sleeping stretched out on the straw filled mat- 
tress. 


His sleep was interrupted by a light knock at the door and the entry 
of Roger who asked him to join he and his wife in some ersatz coffee. 


When they were seated at the table Roger began, “We have a serious 
problem with you, Monsieur. You are so small for an American and 
really quite slim. We must move you during the day since there is a cur- 
few and you would be very noticeable in my clothes which would be 
much too large for you. You must be moved tomorrow morning at the 
very latest.” 
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Mike nodded his understanding. His size was no surprise to him and 
was the reason he had been assigned as a ball turret gunner since he 
could move about more easily than a full sized man in the confines of a 
ball turret with its cramped quarters. 


Monsieur Simone continued, “Since you are however, the same size 
and build as my wife, though not quit> as pretty I assure you, it would 
be best if you were to be moved while wearing her clothes which will fit 
you much better than mine. With a little help from Colette for your 
face, you will be less likely to be noticed by any German soldiers. When 
you arrive in Paris, I am sure that they will be able to find more suitable 
clothing for you.” 


Mike’s expression of concern over his ability to carry this scheme 
through was cut short by Colette who took charge immediately inform- 
ing him that time was now all important. “Take this razor and Roger’s 
last good blade and shave your face as closely as possible. Also your 
legs and if you have any hair on your chest remove that as well. While 
you do this, I will see what we can find for you to wear.” 


After complying with these instructions, Mike removed his clothing 
down to his G.I. shorts and waited for his benefactors to return. 


A short while later Madam Simone returned and said to him, “Don’t 
be bashful my American Friend, I have seen men before with less on 
than you have now, and my only concern is to get you safely to Paris.” 
She then placed a loose rayon dress with %4 sleeves on the bed as well as 
a short coat and handed him a pair of panties, slip, bra, and an item 
which he later found out was called a waist cinch. 


“Take off the rest of your American clothes and put these on Mon- 
sieur,” she commanded as she regarded the khaki shorts and under- 
shirt. 


Mike, somewhat disturbed, inquired, “Is it necessary to dress all the 
way aS a woman? Wouldn’t just the outer clothing be enough?” He was 
beginning to feel a wee bit foolish. 


“Absolutement,” she replied. “The Germans are alert and the out- 
line of a pair of man’s shorts through your dress would make them most 
suspicious. We must be as realistic as our limited resources allow us to 
be. You will have to go barelegged since we have had almost no silk 
or nylon since the war!” 
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If Mike expected her to leave the room while he began dressing, he 
was in for a disappointment. She helped him put on the items she had 
brought, adjusted the slip, and stuffed the bra with paper to give him the 
proper outline. 


“Now before you put on your dress, we must do something to the face, 
monsieur.” she said. “Sit down and I shall see what can be done.” A 
tweezer appeared from nowhere and she plucked his eyebrows giving 
them a clean curved outline, then a bit of lipstick to his lips and a touch 
of rouge to the cheeks and finished off by powdering over. 


“Not bad,” she admired, “Let me help you with the dress and be 
very careful not to smear your makeup. Then we will see what we can 
do for the coiffure.” 


A bright colored bandana was wrapped turban style around his 
head and two dangling gold earrings were attached to his earlobes. 
“Voila,” she said with a satisfied smile, “now, with shoes and a purse, 
and we will be ready to leave early in the morning.” She then gave him 
a pair of open toed shoes with ankle straps to put on and a large imita- 
tion leather purse in which he placed his few personal belongings. 


“Monsieur, we are almost ready for our departure for Paris, but we 
must wait until Roger returns with your ‘carte d’ identity. Would you 
like to see what you look like Michael?” With this remark she led him 
to a mirror so that he could see himself and the being that looked back 
at him was no one that he had ever seen before. An awkward looking 
female, neither pretty nor ugly reflected back at him, but now for the 
first time he was aware of the feel of the feminine garments he was wear- 
ing. The stretch of the bra across his chest, the elastic of the waistband 
of his panties, the soft feel of the dress as it outlined his new-found 
figure, and the feeling was not unpleasant. He had to admit that he felt 
that he could get by for a short time if no one observed him too closely. 


A short while later they were joined by Roger who presented Mike 
with his new identification. Her name was Michele Duval, occupation- 
typist, residence Paris, and gave also his age and weight as well as 
height. 


In the time that remained to them before the coming of morning, 
Colette instructed Michele how to walk with short steps, how to sit 
down as a woman would, how to hold her purse and what to do with 
hands that had no pockets in which to hide. In brief as much information 
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as she could get out in the short time that remained which would help 
him to avoid being taken prisoner by the Germans. 


As the time for departure approached, Roger gave Michele her final 
instructions. “Colette will walk with you to the train station but ahead 
of you so if you are taken prisoner, she will not be. She will take a seat 
in the same car as you, but you must not talk or indicate in any way that 
you know each other. She will lead you to a safe place in Paris and from 
there you will go to Spain and safety.” 


Enroute to the station he felt a strange feeling of pleasure, despite 
the danger, on seeing his reflection in the store windows they passed. 
The train ride was uneventful since everyone seemed afraid to become 
friendly with strangers. 


Eventually Colette led him to a large house, one of the few not 
damaged by the war, on the outskirts of Paris and after introducing 
him to Robert and Yvett Jourdan took her departure. 


His new friends assured him that they had helped many allied soldiers 
make it back to safe territory and that only Colette knew where he was 
since was the only contact with them. Victor Viste who was to help 
Michele on her next move was the only contact they had on the other 
side. They explained that this was to prevent the entire underground 
being captured if one were caught since only one other could be identi- 
fied. 


Unfortunately Victor Viste was in another part of France and would 
not be back for several weeks and he would have to stay with them until 
his return. 


“You will have to remain dressed as your are.” Robert told him, 
“since we have no clothes that would fit you as a man. Besides you 
would be less noticed this way.” Mike was then given security instruc- 
tions such as remaining in his room as much as possible and not walk- 
ing by any windows and to talk as little as possible to anyone. 


The day was uneventful except for the touching up of his makeup 
by Yvette after dinner in an attempt to lighten his moody silence. He 
could not help smiling at this unconcealed attempt on her part to make 
him more at ease. Finally, he was given one of Yvette’s nightgowns and 
told to get a good night’s sleep. 
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When morning came he was given a razor and told to shave as closely 
as possible and Yvette remarked on what a light beard he had. She 
helped him put on the turban and added an imitation pearl necklace 
to his costume saying she felt it completed his outfit. 


While waiting for Robert to return from his contact with Victor, 
he told Yvette of his life in Detroit where he had been born. Both 
parents had died when he was quite young and his older brother had 
raised him. He had never held a job having been a student until he en- 
listed in the service after graduating from high school in a course in 
business skills. His brother’s death while he was serving in the armed 
forces caused him to enlist. 


He had not made many friends since. While his brother worked, some- 
one had to take care of the house. She did not seem surprised when he 
not only said that he had done the cooking for the two of them, but also 
the mending, cleaning, shopping and other things that normally the 
woman of the household did. 


Yvette arose after they had been talking for some time and said, “You 
know, you would have made a lovely girl except for the fates that 
determined otherwise.” 


Shortly thereafter Robert returned and his tidings brought about the 
most important change that Mike was ever to have to face. 


“I hope you enjoy your dressing as a mademoiselle since you must 
continue this masquerade until Victor can move you on. Here is a wig 
which he obtained from an actress he knows very well. He feels that you 
will be less noticed being with Yvette during the day since all men must 
be working or in the army. It will only be for a few weeks until we can 
get you to Spain. It is also very difficult to get a new identity card for you 
now,” he concluded. 


Then he turned to Yvette and informed her, “You are ordered to 
instruct Michele on how to make this masquerade as real as possible 
since there is danger to all. Begin teaching her a few French words so 
that she can speak if necessary without being detected. Michele is to be 
treated at all times as a woman so that we will not give ourselves away 
and that begins right now! Comprendez?” 


Then began the most exciting and exhilarating time of Mike’s life. 
He was never again called Mike by his hosts but only Michele and both 
extended him all the courtesies even when alone with him that they 
would have given to any other woman. Nightclothes became more 
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feminine and Yvette, herself a tormer actress, began instructing him 
how to walk, talk, act, speak and generally how to conduct himself 
at all times in the most feminine way possible. From other theatrical 
friends, Yvette was able to obtain undergarments that improved the 
feminine illusion. Not being able to go out, nor wishing to do so, Michele 
proved an apt pupil and made much progress. Only French was spoken 
to her and she found that she had a facility for learning languages 
easily and progress was made in this also. 


When friends would drop in to visit the Jourdan’s they were told 
Michele was a cousin who was visiting from LeHavre but for the most 
part Michele stayed in her room during these early visits. 


At night while she would lie in bed, strange thoughts came to her 
mind. Despite the danger of being captured by the Germans, she was 
enjoying her new role . . . helping yvette keep house, doing some of the 
cooking and mending, just talking with her about the things that women 
usually talk about. She even came to enjoy wearing her padded bra 
under her nightclothes as well as the wig when she retired for the eve- 
ning on the long shot that there might be a raid by the Germans. When 
awake and seeing her reflection in a mirror she saw herself only as a 
well dressed charming woman with none of Mike Dolan present. 


On August 15th, 1943, four weeks after she first came to stay with 
the Jourdans the shocker came! Victor and Colette had been killed by 
the Germans in a major roundup of the underground but fortunately 
had not revealed any names of other members of the underground to 
the enemy. As the three friends sat down to discuss this bad news, they 
knew they had to come to some decision on Michele. 


Michele finally spoke, “Since I cannot now be moved, I do not want 
to take the chance of endangering you two and I will give myself up. I 
promise that I will not inform where I have been hidden and by whom.” 
But the Jourdan’s would have nothing to do with this suggestion. 


“Why don’t you continue the deception until the war ends or until we 
make a new contact with the underground?” said Yvette, “I will give 
you even more help than before and I am sure we can make it. Besides 
if you are caught the Germans have ways of making you talk!” 


Michele did not take much convincing and now the training began 
in earnest and the precautions even greater than before. Afraid of the 
one thing that Michele must perform as a man, they arranged for 
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treatments for permanent removal of his light beard so that the danger 
of being caught while shaving or with a stubble would be eliminated. 
Michele was put on a diet and though never having weighed more than 
138 lbs. came down to a nice 118 Ib. weight. Yvette created a padded 
garment that gave her more feminine contours where they should be, 
and it was decided to let her hair grow as long as possible so that the 
possible danger from the wig could be eliminated. 


None of them could know that the war was to last almost two years 
longer and the highly intensified feminizing training received during 
that time made the time pass most quickly. Voice control was the most 
difficult to master but for the last 18 months Michele never spoke in a 
recognizable masculine voice. 

After the first few months she was allowed to accompany the Jourdans 
out of the house and to visit friends and to shop with Yvette. Yvette 
was an excellent teacher and Michele an apt pupil. 


Her walk was now feminine in every respect and somewhat sexy 
especially when wearing the high heels she now loved so much. She be- 
came expert in the selection of dresses, perfumes and colognes as well as 
in the application of makeup. The last few months before the war ended, 
she had no fear when leaving the house for the outside. 


The problem of the voice was almost totally eliminated when Yvette 
found a cooperative doctor who was interested in a new hormone treat- 
ment and which Michele was soon using. The voice turned into a most 
feminine alto and the hips became rounded, curvacious and feminine. 
After a few short months of the hormone treatment, a bust that would 
have been the envy of any real woman had developed. 


Michele at first expressed concern over these drastic changes beyond 
the voice, but was assured that it was all for the best and made her chances 
for evasion that much better and minimized the risks of endangering her 
friends the Jourdans. 


Despite the ever present danger, Michele found her new life and per- 
sonality a most enjoyable experience so that it was with both joy and 
sadness that she received the news that the war was over. 


Michele and Yvette had become as close as sisters in the two years of 
living together and both were saddened as Robert drove Michele to 
Military Headquarters. No longer would they enjoy assisting each other 
in care of the house—cooking, sewing, styling of each other’s hair and just 
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having someone to talk with. Michele was now an expert conversationalist 
on those things which interest all women, whether it be clothes, makeup, 
children, cooking, coiffure, charm and the like. Innumerable hours 
had been spent in these pursuits since Robert was away working most 
of the time. 


It was with some degree of relief that Michele found that Robert had 
eased her entry back into military life, having discussed his changed con- 
dition with the medical officer at the repatriation depot. She was led 
directly to his office without having to be interviewed by the enlisted per- 
sonnel in the large, open outer office. 


Even in memory, she could see the amazed look on the officer’s face 
as he asked her to be seated in the chair near his desk. She could still see 
his eyes as they travelled from the light brown hair which rested on her 
shoulders, regarded her smooth complexion and well formed lips, then 
continued on past her well defined breasts to the shapely legs which 
were demurely crossed, to the very tips of the toes of her shoes. His 
knowledge that this was in truth a man, did not seem to detract from the 
obvious pleasure he seemed to be enjoying. 


“Well, Michele, or if you prefer, Michael,” he finally began, “We have 
a problem here that I never thought I would have to unravel while I was 
in the service. We certainly can’t send you back to the States in your 
present condition in a serviceman’s uniform, can we? You can imagine 
the reaction of the other GI’s who would be going back with you. Still 
orders are to return you to the States as quickly as possible, but so help 
me, I don’t know how!” 


Now for the first time Michele was truly aware of the changes that 
had occurred. It had sufficed for her during the past two dangerous years 
that she had not been captured and all her efforts and those of her friends 
had been towards that end. Now for the first time she had to face the fact 
that her change in appearance was not of such a nature that it could be 
erased by the wave of a magic wand. 


The doctor continued, “You know, Michele, it will take a very long 
time to get you back to your previous appearance and condition, if in fact 
it is possible, and we obviously cannot begin that type of treatment here.” 


For what seemed like an eternity there was a dead silence in the room. 
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The doctor finally resumed his remarks, “Obviously your problem will 
have to be resolved by the doctors in the good old U.S.A. but—I can make 
it easier for you in getting back home without you having to suffer more 
embarrassment than you are suffering at this minute.” 


Instead of having the repatriation forms filled out in the usual manner, 
he completed them himself, entering her name as Michele Duval, 2nd Lt., 
Registered Nurse. Then he explained why this was done. 


“You will be able to leave for home this evening—as an officer—and you 
will be flown back which will be much faster. You will be less conspicuous 
as an R.N., and also you can report to the Air Force Hospital in Miami 
with a minimum amount of attention to yourself. I will radio full details 
to Dr. Hammer who is in charge at the hospital and I feel certain that he 
can resolve this problem satisfactorily for you,” the doctor concluded. 


An orderly led Michele to the private room where her new clothing 
issue had been delivered and she gratefully donned the trim nurses 
dress; uniform and for the first time, a pair of nylon hose not available in 
occupied France. 


The feel of the nylons against her legs gave her a warm feeling which 
grew as she adjusted the seams of her hose and regarded herself with 
satisfaction in the mirror on the wall. She was thrilled with her new 
military appearance and thought how much Yvette would have admired 
her new outfit. She placed her few personal belongings consisting mainly 
of makeup and costume jewelry into the military handbag she now owned 
and packed the extra clothing issue into her new Army Travel Bag before 
returning to the doctor’s office. 


She was driven to the Paris airport and during the brief meal before 
boarding her plane she had occasion to talk with others who did not know 
of her background as Michael. 


Two WAC officers sat down on each side of her and soon were talking 
of their experiences in the war and expressing how happy they were to be 
going home. When they inquired why she was being returned since most 
medical personnel were not, she found the need, for the first time, of 
creating a “‘cover story.” 


“T was captured by the Germans in the Battle of the Bulge,” she impro- 
vised. “I am being returned for recuperation. If you will excuse me, I 
would prefer not to talk about my experiences—they were not pleasant.” 
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Her companions accepted her request and she was elated that no 
raised eyebrows were caused by hearing her voice or noting her actions. 
Yvette’s training had been most complete and the constant danger of 
being captured had made Michele an excellent pupil. She had learned her 
role so well that it was second nature now. 


It was strange, during the flight back, to hear other women talk of 
husbands, boy friends, dates, and other experiences with their menfolk 
and having nothing to contribute, she listened attentively. However, when 
the conversation would drift to other feminine topics, she contributed to 
the small talk. 


She reflected that the doctor had made a wise decision for her. Return- 
ing by boat, with nothing but servicemen for company would have been 
a horrible experience for her and she would have been really left out. 
She felt as if she belonged with these women and was truly one of them. 


However, the conversation about men did disturb her since in this 
area she felt no attraction towards the male sex. To be honest, she had 
been sexually stimulated by some of the women she had contact with 
while in Paris, but had never been able to reveal these thoughts for fear 
of giving herself away. The incongruity of the situation now was disturb- 
ing. 


On arriving in Miami the returning servicewomen were told that they 
were confined to the base for 24 hours but after that visitors would be al- 
lowed. To make things more pleasant for them, beauty parlor services 
had been arranged for those who wished to take advantage of them. 


Needless to say there was a made rush that first evening for the luxury 
of professional hairstyling, manicures, facials etc., which had been un- 
available for the most part while overseas. 


The following morning while visitors were being entertained, Michele 
walked through the now almost vacant beauty parlor area, largely out of 
curiosity since she had never been in such a place before. Her inspection 
was interrupted by a voice inquiring. ‘““We are not busy now, and if the Lt. 
would like she can get the full treatment without waiting, if she has 
nothing else she wishes to do. I would suggest that we start with your 
hair!” 


Almost without thinking, Michele allowed herself to be seated and 
the treatments began. Her hair was washed and set in a page boy style 
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because of its length. Her nails were carefully manicured and for the 
first time a nail polish was applied. The operator insisted on shaping her 
eyebrows saying they were much too thick for stateside and then when 
all was finished a hand mirror was given to her to view the results and in 
viewing them, Michele could not hide her pleasure in what had been 
accomplished . . . 


But her pleasure was short lived as her thoughts began to dwell on 
what would happen when she returned to her true self as Mike Dolan. 

How would she take the return to her former self? Problems 
that had been shelved for two years were now cropping up unpleasantly. 
In Paris there was a purpose in the masquerade, but stateside, surely 
they would consider her queer. She reached in her purse grabbed a few 
bills and without waiting for change, left for the assembly area. 


The bus ride to the hospital was a silent one for her. She could not get 
herself to speak to the other passengers and was pleased on her arrival 
to be ordered to report to Dr. Hammer at once! 


The name did not fit the man. Dr. Hammer was a middle aged Colonel 
of gentle appearance, manner, and voice who quickly put her at ease. 


“Dr. Lester, whom you met in Paris, has told me all about your problem 
and I sympathize with your situation. We have discussed your case at 
great length with headquarters and I have been authorized to make any 
decision that I think warranted. Yours is the only case of its kind and 
though others have disguised themselves as women, none were away 
as long as you, nor did they undergo the tremendous physiological changes 
that you have. Even as a professional, I would never have doubted 
the authenticity of your femininity if I had not been briefed in advance.” 


“That is all well and good, sir,” Michele stammered, “but what is go- 
ing to happen to me now! I am worried about my ability to adjust to the 
changes back to my former condition and also the problems that will 
present themselves during the process.” 


Frankly, Michele, I am worried too.” Dr. Hammer said thoughtfully. 
“Medically we are to get all service personnel back into the best physical 
condition and then discharge them from the service. In your case, there 
is no physical wound, or illness to treat. I can’t place you in a barracks 
full of men without all sorts of unpleasant repercussions, nor can I place 
you in quarters with the female personnel for the same reasons.” 


25 


“Your imitations of James Cagne 
Robinson weren't bad, but | thoug 


and Edward G. 
he your Bizabeth 
Taylor lacked something. 


“Be a nice boy and let Daddy . . . err-ah Aunt Jane...” 


26 


“Doctor, you are going to have to do one or the other, unless you want 
me to remain in your office forever and you say, or at least infer, that it 
would take more than a few days to get me back to my former condition.” 


The doctor nodded his assent. ““What you say is true. Moreover, although 
we are somewhat familiar with the feminizing effects of your hormone 
treatments, we honestly don’t know how successful the reversal of the 
process would be, nor how long it would take. You would have to remain 
in the service for possibly two or three years until treatment could be 
completed and we don’t know how successful it would be then. But this 
is not the solution that I have in mind for you.” 


“T have read the report of the Duval’s, and they indicated that they 
felt, especially Madame Duval, that you were happier in your role as a 
woman and that you lived it to perfection and loved it. In reading your 
service record, I have learned that you have no family and some money 
left to you by your brothers insurance. I have now made a most critical 
evaluation of your appearance and as a result I am going to give you two 
choices which you must think over most carefully before giving me your 
answer.” 


Before the doctor gave her the two avenues open to her, she felt that 
she must tell him of her conflicting feelings about women—her desire to 
be a woman and yet her desire for women as women. She also informed 
him of her domestic skills and office training and expressed her 
anxiety in the new life ahead when she left the service. When she had 
completed her outpouring of wishes and fears, the doctor said to her, 
“The time of decision is now here and these are your two choices:’ 


“First, we can begin the defeminizing process at once and bear in 
mind that it might be lengthy and with no guarantee of success. In addi- 
tion you will have to remain in the service until treatment is terminated. 
Or... 1 can arrange to have you discharged under the name of Michele 
Duval but then you must release the army from further medical responsi- 
bility and your discharge can be arranged at once.” 


The doctor resumed, “It means that you will have to adjust to a life 
that is neither all male nor all female and you must play the role of a 
woman in all areas save one. There will be no going back once you have 
decided what you want to do. If you wish a few days to think it over, I 
will understand.” 


Although Michele did not answer for several minutes, both knew 
what her answer would be. Finally she said, “I would like to be dis- 
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charged at once.” She had had no difficult in realizing that she loved the 
feminine life she had been leading and would have hated to give it up. A 
beardless man with feminine contours, if treatment were unsuccessful, 
would be a less satisfactory life than being a woman in all ways but one. 


As the doctor had promised, the discharge and transportation to Los 
Angeles were quickly arranged but not before a whirlwind shopping 
expedition in Miami’s better stores for proper civilian clothing. It was an 
exciting experience for her. 


The availability of truly feminine finery, though in limited quantities, 
was a sheer delight. The feel of her brief nylon panties and slip hugging 
her hips and the improved appearance of her nylon hose as she attached 
a new garter belt was wonderful. The fitted dress hugging her bust and 
belted at her slim waist enhanced her appearance as did the swagger coat 
and matched hat which framed her face most attractively. 


Her newly acquired high heels, rather than mid or flats, improved 
the appearance of ankles that were already shapely. She was observant 
to the point of noticing that she gesticulated, and posed before the three- 
way mirror much as the other customers were doing—and with no conscious 
effort on her part. 


*% OK 


. .. Michele sank back in the seat of the cab and continued her reverie. 
She recalled the difficulty in finding an apartment when she arrived in 
Los Angeles, the ease with which she obtained her first job as a clerk- 
typist for an advertising firm . .. 


Each new experience since her release from service had added zest to 
the new life she was leading. The job interview which would have been 
routine for most applicants had been a stimulating experience for her. 


“Won't you be seated, Miss?” the interviewer asked as the interview 
began. When the job had been secured she recalled her first instructions. 
“You are an extremely attractive young lady and you must not allow your- 
self to be a diverting influence to them even in our office. Dress modestly, 
and comport yourself with decorum at all times.” 


She recalled the first days on the job and her uneasiness at the glances 
of both sexes which took in her total appearance from head to shapely 


crossed legs. She became aware of the not so well hidden glances of the 
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men as they would stand over her desk when bringing her some work, or 
asking a totally irrelevent question. Glances that started at the coiffure 
and hesitated at the cleavage of her breasts which showed to advantage 
when one looked down at her. She was aware that many of the visits to 
her desk were not really necessary. 


Dates which were soon asked for were quickly discouraged by the cover 
story of “the boyfriend in the service who would soon be out.” 


Since there were no outside diversions, she was able to concentrate on 
her job, her work was better than average and more responsibility was 
given to her. 


One day, Mr. Haller, her employer, asked, “Could you help us out. 
We are in a bind. One of our models has not shown up and we must have 
some prints for the Clary Cosmetic Co. by this afternoon. I think you will 
photograph well and it will only take a few minutes of your time since 
the setting is all ready.” 


It was a thrill slipping into the expensive evening gown obtained for 
this occasion and pulling on the exquisite over-the-elbow gloves. She 
marvelled at the ability of the professional makeup man to make her 
face truly attractive. This experience did not lead to a career as a model, 
but it did make management aware of their new employee. 


It was not long before her advice was asked for on products for women 
and their customers seemed pleased with results when this advice was 
followed. It was not long before she was a well paid account executive 
assigned to firms catering to women. 


Michele had become friendly with Vivian Morrison, another new 
employee, who had joined the secretarial pool at the same time she did. 
Occasionally they would shop or dine out for an evening and seemed to 
enjoy the others company. Vivian was a somewhat above average height 
brunette with a most appealing figure which rated more than just one 
glance from the opposite sex. 


When they had finished dining out one evening, Vivian suggested that 
they share an apartment since her present roommate was getting married 
and neither one of them seemed to be dating much at this time. “You do 
enjoy my company, don’t you, and I certainly like you a lot,” said Vivian 
imploringly. 
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Michele was hesitant, a fact that she noticed was not lost on Vivian 
but finally came to a decision. “I have never intended to share an apart- 
ment with anyone, but would with you, if you will agree to understand 
my feelings about certain things. We will respect each others privacy 
at all times and must get at least a two bedroom apartment. None of this 
borrowing from one another or rummaging through personal belongings. 
It would cut our expenses but the only things I want to share is just that 
and your company. Agreed?” Vivian accepted the conditions most 
readily. 


The woman became even better friends while living together. 


When a bedroom or bathroom door was closed the privacy was inviolate. 
They would sit comfortably clad in brief shorts, legs tucked under their 
bodies watching television, or just reading. Vivian was quick to concede 
the cooking to Michele since she disliked this activity and coming from 
a wealthy family had had no occasion to develope this aptitude. 


Vivian who was most perceptive, inquired one day why Michele was 
taking hormone pills regularly and seemed to be satisfied with her 
answer: “My dermatologist has prescribed them for my complexion.” 


Another time she had inquired why Michele was not receiving letters 
from her “boy friend” and not knowing what else to say, Michele had 
informed her that they had broken up. 


The evening following this last conversation when Michele came home 
from work Vivian greeted her, her face shining with her anticipated good 
deed. “We are going out with Mr. Haller’s son and one of his friends 
so no cooking for you tonight young lady. You’re not going to be an old 
maid, if I can help it!” 


This was one phase of living that Michele had felt must be closed to 
her and she tried to decline without hurting Vivian’s feelings but without 
success. Finally she agreed to the double date. 


As was her custom, she laid out her entire ensemble for the evening 
before beginning to dress. Black nylon briefs with matching half slip 
having a trace of lace at the hem, matching strapless bra since she 
would be wearing a simple black sheath with spaghetti straps, gloves, 
purse and jewelry were soon in view. As she looked at her total costume 
she became aware that she had not had to wear a waist cinch for many 
months. Her straight stole would complete her outfit. 
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After a quick shower she began to dress. Even now, she still delighted 
to the snug fit of the nylon panties as they hugged her hips. Deftly she 
placed her garter belt straps through the panties and attached them 
securely to her nylons before putting on her slip. She leaned over as she 
attached her bra so that her breasts would fall easily into the cup and 
adjusted them till she was comfortable. 


With now expert hands she applied base, mascara, eyeliner and pro- 
ceeded to outline her brows. A little rouge, powder and finally the out- 
lining of her lips with a sable brush and then filling in the outline from 
her lipstick tube. Her long well groomed nails needed no work. Carefully, 
she slipped the sheath over her head being careful not to muss her hair, 
adjusted the straps and slipped into the 4 inch heels adored with rhine- 
stones to match her earrings. Finally she called out to Vivian. 


“Would you zip the back of my dress for me, please? I see you are 
almost ready to leave also and you are very, very pretty tonight!” 


Viv accepted the compliment replying, ‘““You look as if you were 
poured into that dress and it fits beautifully. Now I know I was right in 
getting you back into circulation!” 


It was with mild trepidation that Michele accompanied Vivian to the 
lobby to meet their dates. The evening went smoothly and everyone seemed 
to enjoy it. Michele, who had never danced in her new role seemed to 
come by it naturally and was complimented by her partner on how well 
she followed his movements and how light she was on her feet. 


When the evening was through and the men had gone home, Michele 
was brought face to face with another problem. Vivian’s voice did not 
sound just right as she asked Michele to come to her room after she had 
gotten into something more comfortable. 


Because of the urgent note in Vivian’s voice, Michele did not remove 
her makeup as she would normally have done, but quickly removing 
her clothes slipped into a full length nylon nightgown and put on her 
favorite housecoat with its tight bodice and flared skirt buttoned with a 
small bow at the side. Slipping into her mid heeled mules she went to 
join her friend. 


While Viv completed disrobing and getting ready to retire for the 
evening, Michele sat on the edge of her bed, crossed her legs and reached 


for a cigarette on the nightstand. She lit it carefully so not to mar the 
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bright red finish of her nails. In a moment Viv was sitting on the bed near 
her, her legs tucked under her hips and her hands clenched in her lap. 


“What seems to be so important, Viv?“ Michele inquired, “I have 
never seen you so perturbed. Come on—out with it!” 


“Michele, you know you are my very best girl friend and I have never 
liked another person as much as I do you, but I just can’t understand you 
at all. Al Haller liked you a lot and you seemed to enjoy his company 
too, yet you would not let him get even close to first base. What gives? You 
don’t seem to really want to go out with men and yet I know you are not 
interested in women so you can’t be a Lesbian. If you were, I would have 
known it by now after living with you.” 


She continued: “When we moved in together, you asked for privacy 
and I have respected this wish. I have never seen you even partially nude, 
nor have you seen me that way. Yet when two girls are living together, it 
is so much more comfortable to be free to move around no matter how 
one is attired than it is to go out of our ways to avoid the other.” 


“You tell me you are taking hormones for your complexion but I have 
never seen a girl with a better one than you have.” Then she continued 
with even more concern. “You have never missed a day from work as I 
do on a rare occasion during certain times of the month, and you have 
never purchased certain items that all women do—unless they are preg- 
nant. Something is not right.” 


Michele was shocked by these comments and had the feeling that 
this part of her life was over and done with. She was mentally preparing 
to move out and be on her own again. However, she did feel that some 
explanation was due to her good friend, who seemed so distraught and 
embarrassed by the remarks she had just made. 


No longer having anything to hide, Michele discussed herself honestly 
for the first time with another person since she left the service. 


As she unfolded her story she could see Vivian’s expression change from 
shock to anger than finally to compassion. When she had finished talking 
she noticed that Vivian had become silent and now was resting her head 
on Michele’s shoulder, their bodies touching lightly. 


“If you will excuse me now,” Michele said, “I will pack and find a 
hotel room for the evening and will look for an apartment in the morn- 


ing.” 
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Instead of agreeing to this as Michele thought she would, Vivian reached 
out and turned off the one light of the lamp on the nightstand and grab- 
bing Michele around the waist, drew her down face to face on the bed 
alongside of her. 


Passions which had been under complete control since bailing out from 
the ‘Jelly Bee’ years before now broke loose. She reached out and drew 
Viv closely to her until their lips met in one long, tempestuous kiss which 
caused reactions which caused Vivian to draw even closer. 


Soon, Michele felt Viv’s warm hand on her breast and felt herself be- 
coming warmer as she duplicated the move. Their nylon gowns blended 
together as smoothly shaved legs touched... . 


When Michele awoke the next morning, she was startled for a moment 
to see Vivian alongside of her with her head on her shoulder and it was a 
wonderful feeling. Even after Vivian awoke, neither said a word but 
remained side by side. 


For the first time Michele missed Mike Dolan and wished him back and 
then recalling the doctor’s final talk to her before she had made her choice, 
she fought to hold back the tears which ran down the corners of her eyes 
smearing the makeup which had not been removed the night before. She 
knew that there was no going back for her. 


Vivian, noticing, inquired what was causing the outburst and Michele 
answered having difficulty controlling her voice. “What woman would 
want a man that is 99% woman? You deserve something better than me. 
Whatever male emotions I have are slowed to a walk. What have I got to 
offer you over the long pull?” Then she began to sob in earnest. 


Vivian’s reply put a stop to her tears. “You have plenty to offer me. I 
have always been a little afraid of most men and don’t think that I ever 
would have gotten married. But with you, I can be myself since you share 
every interest I have and we get along beautifully. What other woman 
can borrow from her husband’s wardrobe? Or even double date with 
him? Or borrow his makeup and jewelry? Where else could I find a man 
whose breasts excite me as I want mine to excite him? However, I am 
old fashioned enough to want no recurrence of last night unless I am 
married . . . and getting married to you will be a problem since you are 
even more feminine than I.” 
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But this problem was eventually solved when they drove to Las Vegas 
and found a somewhat senile and near sighted justice of the peace who 
apparently did not notice the not too well hidden curves of the groom and 
married them. They returned to Los Angeles and to all who knew them, 
they were two bachelor girls sharing an apartment. They made friends 
with many of both sexes and lived a happy and interesting life. 


... Two weeks ago, a letter for Mike Dolan c/Michele Duval had ar- 
rived containing the information that there was to be reunion of his air 
force squadron and that memebers of his crew were to be there. She knew 
she should not attend, but felt that she would like to do so. 


The cab squealed to a stop in front of the hotel and Michele reached 
in her purse and paid the driver and entered the lobby. All eyes were 
turned her way as she walked to the directory to learn in which meeting 
hall the reunion was being held. Gracefully she ascended the stairs 
leading to the mezzanine and to the small banquet room where the 
reunion was now underway. 


The entry of the beautiful woman into a room mostly filled with middle- 
aged men stopped all conversation for a moment and she drank in the 
admiration which she felt they extended to her. Finally she noticed the 
table at which the crew of the ‘Jelly Bee’, sat with one empty chair. She 
moved closer and looked intently at her former friends of another life. 


Then having satisfied this peculiar curiosity, she turned and murmured 
softly, “Pardon me, I must be in the wrong place.” Leaving her admiring 
audience she left the room and descended the stairway to the lobby 
wondering if anyone would miss Mike Dolan and wonder why he had not 
attended this important affair. 


ae In escaping from the Germans during the war, she had truly 
excaped into a life much more to her liking and more rewarding in many 
ways. She was very happy in it and having looked back for one last time 
at Mike Dolan’s world she knew she would live the rest of her life as 


Michele most contentedly. 
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BENVENUTO CELLINI — AN EPISODE 


a Himself 


The plague had by this time almost died out, so that the survivors 
when they met together alive, rejoiced with much delight in one anoth- 
er’s company. This led to the formation of a club of painters, sculptors, 
and goldsmiths, the best that were in Rome; and the founder of it was 
a sculptor with the name of Michel Agnolo. He was a Sienese and a 
man of great ability, who could hold his own against any other work- 
man in that art; but, above all, he was the most amusing comrade and 
the heartiest good fellow in the universe. Of all the members of the 
club, he was the eldest, and yet the youngest from the strength and 
vigor of his body. We often came together; at the very least twice a 
week. I must not omit to mention that our society counted Giulio 
Romano, the painter, and Gian Francesco, both of them celebrated 
pupils of the mighty Raffaello da Urbino. 


After many and many merry meetings, it seemed good to our worthy 
president that for the following Sunday we should repair to supper in 
his house, and that each one of us should be obliged to bring with him 
his crow (such was the nickname Michel Agnolo gave to women in 
the club), and that whosoever did not bring one should be sconced by 
paying a supper to the whole company. Those of us who had no familiar- 
ity with women of the town, were forced to purvey themselves at no small 
trouble and expense, in order to appear without disgrace at that dis- 
tinguished feast of artists. I had reckoned upon being well provided 
with a young woman of considerable beauty, called Pantasilea, who 
was very much in love with me; but I was obliged to give her up to one 
of my dearest friends, called Il Bachiacca, who on his side had been, 
and still was, over head and ears in love with her. This exchange excited 
a certain amount of lover’s anger, because the lady, seeing I had aban- 
doned her at Bachiacca’s first entreaty, imagined that I held in slight 
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esteem the great affection which she bore me. In course of time a very 
serious accident grew out of this misunderstanding, through her desire 
to take revenge for the affront I had put upon her; whereof I shall speak 
hereafter in the proper place. 


Well, then, the hour was drawing nigh when we had to present our- 
selves before that company of men of genius, each with his own crow; 
and I was still unprovided; and yet I thought it would be stupid to fail 
of such a madcap bagatelle; but what particularly weighed upon my 
mind was that I did not choose to lend the light of my countenance in 
that illustrious sphere to some miserable plume-plucked scarecrow. 
All these considerations made me devise a pleasant trick, for the in- 
crease of merriment and the diffusion of mirth in our society. 


Having taken this resolve, I sent for a stripling of sixteen years, who 
lived in the next house to mine; he was the son of a Spanish copper- 
smith. This young man gave his time to Latin studies, and was very 
diligent in their pursuit. He bore the name of Diego, had a handsome 
figure, and a complexion of marvelous brilliancy; the outlines of his 
head and face were far more beautiful than those of the antique Anti- 
nous: I had often copied them, gaining thereby much honor from the 
works in which I used them. The youth had no acquaintances, and was 
therefore quite unknown; dressed very ill and negligently; all his affec- 
tions being set upon those wonderful studies of his. After bringing him 
to my house, I begged him to let me array him in a woman’s clothes 
which I had caused to be laid out. He readily complied, and put them 
on at once, while I added new beauties to the beauty of his face by the 
elaborate and studied way in which I dressed his hair. In his ears I 
placed two little rings, set with two large and fair pearls; the rings were 
broken; they only clipped his ears, which looked as though they had 
been pierced. Afterwards I wreathed his throat with chains of gold and 
rich jewels, and ornamented his fair hands with rings. Then I took 
him in a pleasant manner by one ear, and drew him before a great 
looking-glass. The lad, when he beheld himself, cried out with a burst 
of enthusiasm: “Heavens! is that Diego?” I said: “That is Diego, 
from whom until this day I never asked for any kind of favor; but now I 
only beseech Diego to do me pleasure in one harmless thing; and it is 
this—I want him to come in those very clothes to supper with the com- 
pany of artists whereof he has often heard me speak.” The young man, 
who was honest, virtuous, and wise, checked his enthusiasm, bent his 
eyes to the ground, and stood for a short while in silence. Then with a 
sudden move he lifted up his face and said: “With Benvenuto I will go; 
now let us start.” 
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I wrapped his head in a large kind of napkin, which is called in Rome 
a summer-cloth; and when we reached the place of meeting, the com- 
pany had already assembled, and everybody came forward to greet me. 
Michel Agnolo had placed himself between Giulio and Giovan Fran- 
cesco. I lifted the veil from the head of my beauty; and then Michel 
Agnolo, who, as I have already said, was the most humorous and amus- 
ing fellow in the world, laid his two hands, the one on Giulio’s and the 
other on Gian Francesco’s shoulders, and pulling them with all his 
force, made them bow down, while he, on his knees upon the floor, 
cried out for mercy, and called to all the folk in words like these: “Be- 
hold ye of what sort are the angels of paradise! for though they are 
called angels, here shall ye see that they are not all of the male gender.” 
Then with a loud voice he added: 


“Angel beauteous, angel best, 
Save me thou, make thou me blest.” 


Upon this my charming creature laughed, and lifted the right hand and 
gave him a papal benediction, with many pleasant words to boot. So 
Michel Agnolo stood up, and said it was the custom to kiss the feet of 
the Pope and the cheeks of angels; and having done the latter to Diego, 
the boy blushed deeply, which immensely enhanced his beauty. 


When this reception was over, we found the whole room full of son- 
nets, which every man of us had made and sent to Michel Agnolo. My 
lad began to read them, and read them all aloud so gracefully, that his 
infinite charms were heightened beyond the powers of language to de- 
scribe. Then followed conversation and witty sayings, on which I will 
not enlarge, for that is not my business; only one clever word must be 
mentioned, for it was spoken by that admirable painter Giulio, who, 
looking round with meaning in his eyes on the bystanders, and fixing 
them particularly upon the women, tured to Michel Agnolo and said: 
“My dear Michel Agnolo, your nickname of crow very well suits those 
ladies today, though I vow they are somewhat less fair than crows by 
the side of one of the most lovely peacocks which fancy could have 
painted.” 


When the banquet was served and ready, and we were going to sit 
down to table, Giulio asked leave to be allowed to place us. This being 
granted, he took the women by the hand, and arranged them all upon 
the inner side, with my fair in the center; then he placed all the men on 
the outside and me in the middle, saying there was no honor too great 
for my desserts. As a background to the women, there was spread an 
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espalier of natural jasmines in full beauty, which set off their charms, 
and especially Diego’s, to such great advantage, that words would fail 
to describe the effect. Then we all of us fell to enjoying the abundance 
of our host’s well-furnished table. The supper was followed by a short 
concert of delightful music, voices joining in harmony with instru- 
ments; and forasmuch as they were singing and playing from the book, 
my beauty begged to be allowed to sing his part. He performed the 
music better than almost all the rest, which so astonished the company 
that Giulio and Michel Agnolo dropped their earlier tone of banter, 
exchanging it for well-weighed terms of sober heartfelt admiration. 


After the music was over, a certain Aurelio Ascolano, remarkable 
for his gift as an improvisatory poet, began to extol the women in 
choice phrases of exquisite compliment. While he was chanting, the 
two girls who had my beauty between them never left off chattering. 
One of them related how she had gone wrong; the other asked mine 
how it had happened with her, and who were her friends, and how 
long she had been settled in Rome, and many other questions of the 
kind. It is true that, if I chose to describe such laughable episodes, I 
could relate several odd things which then occurred through Pantasi- 
lea’s jealousy on my account; but since they form no part of my design, 
I pass them briefly over. At last the conversation of those loose women 
vexed my beauty, whom we had christened Pomona for the nonce; and 
Pomona, wanting to escape from their silly talk, turned restlessly upon 
her chair, first to one side and then to the other. The female brought 
by Giulio asked whether she felt indisposed. Pomona answered, yes, 
she thought she was a month or so with child; this gave them the op- 
portunity of feeling her body and discovering the real sex of the sup- 
posed woman. Thereupon they quickly withdrew their hands and rose 
from table, uttering such gibing words as are commonly addressed to 
young men of eminent beauty. The whole room rang with laughter and 
astonishment, in the midst of which Michel Agnolo, assuming a fierce 
aspect, called out for leave to inflict on me the penance he thought fit. 
When this was granted, he lifted me aloft amid the clamor of the com- 
pany, crying: “Long live the gentleman! long live the gentleman!” and 
added that this was the punishment I deserved for having played so fine 
a trick. Thus ended that most agreeable supper-party, and each of us 
returned to his own dwelling at the close of day. 
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THINGS ARE NOT WHAT THEY SEEM 


Pe Louise R. 5-R-9 FPE 


With a triumphant leer, Anastasia said, “Mary, your ball is out of 
bounds by six inches. Since you did not hit a provisional ball, you will 
have to walk back to the tee and hit another, with a penalty of two 
strokes.” “Damn,” said Mary to herself. “I had to pick a Xerox copy 
of the Royal and Ancient St. Andrews golf rule book to play against in 
the finals of the city championship.” 


On the final hole, Mary marked her ball’s position on the green, then 
picked up the ball and wiped off the mud against the grass. Anastasia 
instantly said, “That is a penalty; you can wipe off the mud, but not 
against the turf of the green.” Mary controlled her fury with a great ef- 
fort but was so shaken she missed her short putt and lost the match. 
What especially rankled her was the fact that she was a better golfer 
than her opponent but was beaten by Anastasia’s vast knowledge of the 
intricate rules. 


Recuperating with a highball in the lounge of the clubhouse, Mary 
brooded over possible ways of revenge. A solution came to her mind but 
she first dismissed it as impractical. But no other inspiration came and 
she thought again about the wild idea. 


A few minutes later, hot with the peculiar scheme she was driving 
her Mercedes along the freeway, finally stopping in a suburban area 
before a small but expensive looking scientific laboratory. Walking 
directly into the working area she confronted the lone occupant (it was 
6 p.m.). “Terry dear,” she cried, “put aside your physics stuff for a few 
minutes; I’ve an important proposition.” Terry turned off the red laser 
beam and with a resigned air turned to her. “Haven’t I always been a 
nice sister and helped you out several times” she breathed excitedly. 
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“Yes, but what have you done for me lately,’ he replied with a 
physicist’s idea of a joke. 


“Anastasia beat me again, with her rule book, and I hate her,” 
hissed Mary. “I have got to have revenge. I am going to get someone 
to beat the tar out of her.” 


“But who can you get,” asked Terry. “There are only two or three 
better women golfers in town and she can beat them with the rule 
book.” 


A cunning but hesitant look came into Mary’s eyes. “You can beat 
her so badly that the rules couldn’t save her.” 


“What good would that do,” asked Terry. “It’s no disgrace for her 
to be beaten by a man, especially by a scratch player.” 


“The point is,” said Mary, “you will be dressed as a woman and she 
has never lost a match to a woman.” 


“I would like to help you,” said Terry, but the idea is ridiculous.” 
“You couldn’t pass me off as a woman and I don’t care for the idea at 
alll? 


“Terry,” whispered Mary, I’ll give a thousand dollars to your nuclear 
magnetic research if you help me, and also my undying gratitude.” “I 
can show you that what I propose is practical.” 


Later, they were in her apartment. After a close shave, foundation 
make-up had been applied to Terry. This was covered by powder, water 
color red paint was on his lips; blue eye shadow and brown eyebrow 
pencil were used. Terry had a somewhat feminine figure and his ability 
to knock a golf ball into orbit was due mainly to his extraordinary co- 
ordination. His scientific precision around the greens was well known. 


Supplied with an inflated bra, false eyelashes, a brown wig, a Dior 
day dress, elastic girdle to nylons and high heels, Terry was led to the 
mirror by Mary. It was hard to tell who was most astonished. For the 
first time Mary had complete confidence in her scheme. Terry was so 
flabbergasted he could only say weakly, “It might possibly work.” 
“with a pair of golf gloves, I could hide my masculine hands.” 


41 


A peculiar, undefinable sensation came over Terry. He groped 
through his analytical mind for an explanation, but all he could think 
was “I feel pleasure wearing this feminine stuff.” 


It was a beautiful morning three days later and Anastasia felt at 
peace with the world. Mary’s “cousin,” “Veronica” was taking a few 
practice swings and she had a comical habit of amusing the onlookers 
at the first tee and strangers in the foursome by swinging the driver 
in such an ungainly way that she almost fell down. The bystanders 
would think to themselves, “That swing could not hit a bear on the 
back-side with a snow shovel.” 


“Anastasia,” cooed Mary, “Veronica is really a good golfer and Ill 
bet you a hundred dollars she beats you.” Anastasia slavered at the 
mouth at her good fortune and accepted the bet. Driving off first, she 
hit a beauty, 190 yards in the middle of the fairway. Veronica trying to 
look delicate and feminine, dropped the awkward swing but was sud- 
denly filled with panic. Swishing over to Mary she said, “Am I really 
getting away with it?” Upon being reassured, she teed off but topped 
the ball through nervousness. Anatasia looked gleeful and confident. 
She won the hole easily with a bogie five to her opponent’s seven. 
Veronica, by now, became aware of the fact that she was “getting away 
with it.” 


On the next tee, Veronica touched her ball with the club and it 
rolled off the wooden tee. “That is one stroke,” said Anastasia in her 
usual cat and mouse manner. 

“You are mistaken,” replied Veronica quietly. “Look in your rule 
book and you'll find there is no penalty.” 


Playing against a disguised man who was the best player in town and 
knew all the rules, Anastasia had no chance. The match ended on the 
13th hole with Veronica 6 up and only 5 holes to play. 


Back in her apartment, Mary was delirious. “Brother dear, you have 
given me the satisfaction of humbling that crumb.” “Anastasia really 
looked baffled and crest-fallen for the first time in her life.” Terry, 
however, was frowning at himself in the looking-glass. He saw a re- 
flection of a good looking girl that could get whistles on the street. The 
flounced yellow skirt enhanced his hips. The dark, lacy blouse made 
the shoulders look narrow. The brown hair from his wig tumbled down 
to his shoulders.- The red lipstick had been expertly applied. 
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He sighed, “There is only one thing wrong with my new identity.” 
“T like it. Where do I go from here?” 


“First of all,” smiled Mary, “There is a cute pink sports dress down- 
town. We'll go down tomorrow and get it for you and J’ll model it in the 
store.” “Secondly, I have a surprise for you. Anastasia has asked for a 
return match next week.” 


Terry grinned broadly (no pun): “My private life seems to be getting 


e 


exciting.” 


Nice drive, 
Veronica 


Play Maxfli. You'll never know how v 
, good you are until you do. 


By DUNLOP 
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SEMANTICS — = — 


IDENTITY 
OR / 
CONFUSION \ 


Several years ago when I made the point that the word Transvestite 
was not such a good word for us as it was originally due to its misuse 
and misapplication. I got considerable feedback from readers who 
were satisfied with it and didn’t want to change. At that time I coined 
the words FEMMIPHILIA and FEMMIPHILE. The former trans- 
lating as ‘“‘love of the feminine” and the latter as “one who loves the 
feminine.” The abbreviation for both is FP. (It is also the abbreviation 
for FemmePersonator — one who personates or gives life to his 
feminine side — and is part of FPE-Full Personality Expression. These 
terms were all chosen to relate to each other). 


In deference to the objectors I have continued to use transvestite 
and “TV” in my writings. From this time forward, however, I am 
going to try to break myself of the habit of using them and I commend 
the effort to you too. The reason for this decision is illustrated on the 
two pages following this article. It was bad enough when misguided 
and ignorant reporters used it in the press when referring to drag queens. 
But when the queens themselves appropriate it and use it in reference 
to themselves because they are, after all, cross dressers and because 
we have managed to give the word some respectability and dignity, 
then I for one have had it. I have spent 10 years trying to educate both 
my readers and the public to the fact that heterosexual cross-dressers 
are a separate breed of cat. It is the only way to establish our identity, 
to gain a modicum of understanding and to escape the opprobrium 
(albeit unfairly) that society lavishes on the homosexual. 


The items are reprinted from the L.A. Free Press and in both ads 
and articles it is clear that the terms are being used both in conjunction 


with and referring to homosexual cross dressers. If you, as a hetero- 
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sexual cross-dresser, read the articles you would suppose at first glance 
that they referred to members of our group, though further reading 
would leave you disillusioned (I hope). However, any member of the 
public reading the same thing would immediately relate the contents 
to homosexual activity and would associate the word transvestite and 
TV with it. There wouldn’t even be the excuse that perhaps the 
reporter had misused the term because in this case it is the gays them- 
selves that are using it and thus applying it to themselves. It can have 
no effect other than leading the innocent reader to assume that this 
term is part of the “in” terminology of the gay world. What chance 
will you have thenceforth if such a reader learns that YOU are a “TV”? 
Will you likely be successful in disassociating yourself from the 
implications? I doubt it. 


Now let it be made clear — as I have always done on my radio and TV 
(it’s OK here I hope . .. ABC, NBC and CBS aren’t making any issue 
of it) shows — that in stating the matter as I have that I am not putting 
homosexuals down. I am aware that many of my readers are very 
antagonistic and condemnatory of HSs but I am not. To me, HS is 
their “thing” and they are welcome to it, I’m not going to throw any 
stones. But it is not my thing nor, hopefully, is it for my readers. Live 
and let live is my feeling. So while I don’t mean to put down the gay 
world, I have spent years trying in every way I could figure out to 
separate our group — my group if you will permit the somewhat pro- 
prietary expression— from them. I have attempted to establish 
us aS a separate group that is otherwise like most everybody else 
sexually and otherwise. (Note that I refrain from saying “normal” 
which is an ego word when applied to oneself and a put down when 
the prefix ab is used with it for somebody else.) 


So this isn’t just a matter of semantics. Only those who don’t really 
understand what semantics involves use it in such a deprecating way. 
Semantics is the science of meaning which means therefore the science 
of communications. Words are messages and to communicate they 
must mean the same to both speaker and hearer. But more than that 
words are also tools — the tools of thought. You fabricate your concep- 
tions to yourself in terms of words. Therefore if their meaning is vague 
to you your thoughts are correspondingly vague and your communica- 
tions are muddled. I know myself pretty well, by this time. I know what 
I am and what I am not and I can think clearly about it. I do not care, 
therefore, to use vague and fussy “thought tools”, to make vague com- 
munications or to implant inaccurate, inappropriate or incorrect 
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Transvestites & transsexuals’ teach-in 


ANGELA DOUGLAS 

Four male transvestites and two 
transsexuals visited the Los An- 
geles City College campus on June 
2 as part of a Gay Liberation 
Front-organized teach-in. The tvs 
and transsexuals are members of 
TAO and TSO (Transvestite and 
Transsexual Action and Social Or- 
ganizations) which were recently 
formed in LA. 


Tammy, Denise, Tracy, Maria, 
and Diane (and myself) spoke with 
hundreds of LACC students about 
transvestism and transsexualism 
for about three hours. The students 
were polite and very interested, 
and several straight girls dis 
cussed male chauvinism with us. 

GLF people spoke with students 
about the problems of gays in gen- 
eral and about gay liberation. Sev- 
eral gay students proclaimed them- 
selves during the teach-in. 

Most of the questions asked of 
us concerned the problems faced 
by tvs and transsexuals in our daily 
lives—for example, what happens 


TSO 
Transvestite Transsexual Social 


Organizgtion meets every Wednes- 
day, 3938 Sunset. TSO is planning 
several pnvate “coming out” 
dances and parties and hopes to 
hold a dance if a suitable location 
can be found. 

Female and male transvestites 
and transsexuals of any sexual 
orientation are invited to join 
TAO, TSO, or both, or to start 
other groups. No dues, member- 
ship fees. etc. 


Reprinted from Los Angeles Free Press 


when a straight guy picks up a tv 
and discovers the truth. 

Many students were surprised 
to learn that many tvs are not gay, 
and this is one of the reasons.TAO 
and TSO came into being. 

TAO is basically designed for 
practicing, experienced tvs and 
transsexuals to eliminate much un- 
necessary discussion with people 
not so experienced. TSO is de 
signed to help bring closet tvs out 
into the sunlight and to provide in- 
formation about transvestism and 
transsexualism. Both groups are 
open to male and female trans 
vestites and transsexuals — 
straight, gay, bi, or asexual. TAO 
meets on Thursdays and TSO 
meets on Wednesdays, 3038 Sun- 
set, Hollywood, 8:00 P.M. Coming 
out dances, parties, and other ac- 
tions are planned. TAO asks that 
anyone coming to the TAO meet- 
ings wear appropriate attire. 

When asked by the students why 
we had come to LACC, we re 
plied, “to help people face the re 
ality of us.” 


TAO 

Transvestite Transsexual Action 
Organization meets every Thurs- 
day, 3038 Sunset. Practicing tvs 
and transsexuals invited; please 
come in appropriate clothing. 

Several actions designed ‘to ex- 
pose male chauvinists in the 
GLFLA have produced excellent 
results, verifying charges made 
recently by Women’s Liberation 
that GLFLA has become male 
chauvinistic. Female homosexual 
participatim is less than one per 
cent. TAO is in full and complete’ 
sympathy with Women’s Lib. 

Training in aikido is the goal of 
TAO for 1970. 


Note: GLFLA refers to Gay Liberation Front of Los Angeles. TAO & 


TSO are split offs from that group but have their origin in the Gay 
movement... Ed. 


messages in the minds of my readers. I am afraid that “transvestite” 
and “TV” have lost their value as correct and accurate messages so 
from here on you are all FPs to me and hopefully, if this article sinks 
in, to yourselves too. Transvestia itself will of course have to continue 
with its name since it is now well established. I hope you will under- 
stand, agree and cooperate in helping establish this terminology. 


Your FP sister — Virginia 


LOVE WHILE YOU CAN 


If you’re ever going to love me, love me now while I can know 
All the sweet and tender feelings which from real affection flow. 


Love me now while I am living, do not wait till I am gone 
And then chisel it in marble — stand the stone up in a lawn. 


If you’ve dear, sweet thoughts about me, why not whisper in my ear. 
Don’t you know it would make me happy just to know it while I’m here. 


If you wait til I am sleeping, never to wake again. 
There’ll be walls of earth between us and I couldn’t hear you then. 


If you know someone was thirsting for a drop of water sweet, 
Would you be so slow to bring it, would you step with lagging feet? 


There are tender hearts all round us who are thirsting for our love; 
Why withhold from them what nature makes them crave all else above? 


I won’t need your kind caresses when the grass grows o’er my face. 
I won't crave your love or kisses in my last low resting place. 


So then, if you love me any, if it’s but a little bit, 
Let me know it while I’m living, so I can own and treasure it. 


Joan R.I. 


7 —_ BARTICLE 


FUN-TO-WEAR CLOTHES 


Barbara I. 7-H-2 FPE — ee ~— 


Amateur and Professional impersonators alike when attending par- 
ties or out in public tend to wear clothing much like their female 
friends. The old standby of girdles, stockings, slips and bras plus either 
sheath or flared dresses. 


Now there isn’t a thing wrong with that, but don’t neglect the many 
other wonderful fashions that are loads of fun to wear. And remember 
that’s the name of the game “fun.” If you don’t enjoy wearing feminine 
apparel why bother? 


Occasionally you may run across an impersonator who will tell you 
that he gets absolutely no physical enjoyment from dressing. Usually 
following this by saying that he’s been doing it for so many years that 
the dresses are simply his own clothes just as his pants and suits. 


Well that is one point of view, but he’s missing a heck of a lot of fun. 
I can still remember the thrill of my first pair of nylons and how happy 
I was to find a nice pair of legs where all that hair used to be. And most 
girls will tell you the same thing. 


Well, that was fun, but after 10 or 20 years of wearing nylons if you 
still sit there giggling then you have a problem. Sure the first thrill 
wears off, but it is usually replaced by a feeling of quiet satisfaction 
which is equally pleasant. 


The same phenomenon occurs when you first dress fully and again 
when you finally spring for that new hairpiece but soon all these feel- 
ings are assimilated into your feminine personality and are still quite 
enjoyable. But wouldn’t it be nice to capture those first thrills again? 
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Well of course you can, where you shop and think like a girl (if you 
have gone this far you should realize that you are at least part girl). 


Have you tried a formal gown, or a bathing suit? Or a cotton blouse 
and skirt with bare legs and a pair of flats? How about lounging pa- 
jamas? Or some exotic black lace undies that are shamefully expensive 
or why not get rid of that girld ehtat’s too tight and wear a chiffon 
tent with a garter belt in lieu of the girdle. Figure problems are mini- 
mized by the tent and the garter belt will have you thinking you're 
wearing a sling shot. 


When winter’s chill winds blow don’t miss a chance to wear slacks 
and ski sweaters, they can be fun too. Pants may not strike you as 
feminine but if it’s done right you can look your cuddliest. Quite a few 
of the fun fashions won’t be suitable to wear outside of your apartment 
especially if they don’t suit your age or figure type but don’t let that 
stop you. I have friends well over forty who look simply smashing in 
mini skirts and enjoy wearing them at house parties. The list of fun 
clothes is almost endless (so is the drain on your budget). There is one 
other thing that will add immeasurably and that is figure control. A 
slim gal has a wider choice of clothing and generally looks better in them. 


If you are fortunate enough to break into the profession you will 
also find it is great fun to wear costumes. Just as your good dress 
transforms you from boy to girl, costumes can further transform you to 
a fiery Spanish dancer, a southern belle, a dowager empress or a seduc- 
ive exotic dancer or any thing else you can imagine. 


ee 
RHO members in the Washington, Baltimore and adjacent 
CHAPTER area interested in joining an established Chapter offering 
FPE assistance, companionship and social events, are invited to 


write for details. Confidential. 


@ 
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Deanne, Pres. 


POEMS BY LIL — CALIF. 


FAIR EXCHANGE 


A girl in my apartment! Wearing my best dress! 
I was mad and too, because . . . too cute, I will confess. 


Peeking through my window (my door was locked inside) 
I saw her stripping off my dress, then she ran off to hide. 


At last the door was opened, my boyfriend stood there blushing. 
His clothes were on all quite askew; in dressing he’d been rushing. 


I was mad. “Who is that girl you’ve got . . .” I saw one earring! 
Dangling from his ear. I knew and knowing was endearing. 


I flushed with joy, red as a beat — could hardly keep from smiling. 
He thought me angrier. My thought was oh so sweet, beguiling. 


I pretended mad and said, ““You go back, get that witch. 
“I want to see her in my clothes, from in-out, every stitch.” 


“I’m furious with you . . . so I prefer to be with her. 
“Males I hate. You disappear; her I do prefer.” 


I never saw that guy again . . . that old fuddy-duddy. 
But I’ve just found the cutest friend, a bestest-bosom-buddy. 


BUSY-DIZZY 


My boyfriend’s double-gaited. 
I’m a single-gaited lass, 

Who likes her clothes immensely. 
I do own amass... 

... of skirts and dresses, sweaters, 
Blouses, lingerie. 

And washing, pressing these things 
I’m busy as a bee. 

I’ve hardly time to date or work! 
I’m so curious, therefore, 

How my boyfriend gets along 
. .. with two wardrobes to care for. 
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Evelyn 38-B-9 FPE 


Laura 35-S-2 FPE Evelyn and 
Evelyn 38-B-9 FPE Laura 


Dear Virginia, 


Well, I’m back from Hong Kong, and I certainly had an exciting 
time. As you know, I wrote concerning possibilities of shopping, etc. 
Actually, I had the best luck of anyone, without even trying! The 
second night I was there, I “bought” a long haired lovely Chinese 
girl out of a club, and after night clubbing, we went back to my hotel. 
We sat down, and talked, when she asked me if I had a sister —I said 
no, and she went on to explain that if I had, she would have been 
very beautiful. 


“Why?” was the obvious answer. 
“Because you are so pretty, I’d love to see you with long hair, etc.” 


“Sounds like fun.” I said, casually bursting with anticipation, “Why 
not try?” 


Well, after convincing her I was serious, she was positively as ex- 
cited as me. She proceeded to get her own wig and make up and we 
went out and bought a cashmere sweater and skirt and accessories. 
We spent the next evening dressing me, and only your reminder about 
the long arm of C.I.D. kept me from answering yes to her plea to go 
for a walk through Hong Kong by night. We did do some other shop- 
ping though, and a lot of bargain hunting, too. A $20 sweater (State- 
side) is about a dollar in Hong Kong. I wanted to get a wig, but funds, 
etc. were running short. If all goes well, I'll be going back in June 
for another spree. A real R & R. 


Well, I’ve read about 10 TVia’s and most of the other books, been 
convinced that I’m not a TS, but a devout TV, hate P. Roberts right 
along with you. (I have read his book, and was acquainted with the 
Eve Browne set). As a matter of fact I contacted one of her personal 
advertisers, and he turned out to be an aging drag queen, busting 
for my little ol’ body. A good time to be a 6 foot Marine! How about 
an application to FPE?? 


I have to admit, I’ve changed my views from reading TVia’s. I have 
my goals set and skirts are a definite part of my life! I want to marry 
an “A” GG, and be quite active. I have no qualms and when I get 
out, (September, I hope!) off comes the leg hair etc. and on go the 
nylons. Being young (23) I can go hippie hair-do, and just have a ball. 


One problem I’ve run into lately. My fingernails are so long, that 
people are beginning to look at them funny, and I hate so much to cut 
them)... 


I’d be interested in hearing, if you have read my stories that I sent 
and have considered any for publication? Otherwise this is just a newsy 
letter, from a sister in the East, and doesn’t really need a reply. I am 
looking forward to joining FPE and meeting a lot of my sisters on my 
return to CONN. 

Many Thanks, 
Karen 


Dear Virginia, 


I received my first issue of TVia today and I have enjoyed it 
tremendously. I am so grateful for all the helpful information that 
your outstanding magazine contains. I feel that it has been a tremen- 
dous loss not to have known about it sooner. 


I am married, have two children, a boy and a girl. I guess you could 
say I have an A-plus wife. I have been dressing for the past three 
years. I’m quite sure my wife wasn’t fully aware of the reasons behind 
my wanting to dress in feminine clothes and wanting to look pretty, 
she had always been considerate and thoughtful in helping me to 
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achieve the goal of being as pretty and as feminine as possible. Now 
that we have both read “The TV and Wife,” she understands and 
we have become a much closer family now that TV is fully out in the 
open and it is understood and welcomed into the household. Neither 
one of us has any regrets of my being a TV. I feel I am one of the 
luckiest girls in the world to have such a wonderful wife. Anytime 
she buys Chuck a birthday present or Christmas present, she also 
buys Sheila a present. She already has my wardrobe very up-to-date. 


Although I have been dressing for a long time, Sheila Ann (my wife 
picked out the middle name) was really introduced to our home only 
about three months ago. And I have you to thank for this. Prior to 
reading your magazine and the “TV and Wife,” I honestly didn’t 
know very much about the subject of Transvestism and if I was 
“right” in the head. We are very happy that there are other people 
in the world that have similar interests and I’m not alone in enjoying 
this wonderful thing. ’'m very happy to be a TV, and would not 
want to live without it. It has brought much happiness to both my 
wife and myself. 


When we were married, my wife was not aware of my desire to 
wear feminine clothes and I was afraid to try to explain it to her. 
I started by wearing her heels around the house and gradually 
acquired more and more items. I finally told her that I did like to 
wear women’s clothes and she was very happy to let me do so. She 
purchased a wig for me and a complete set of cosmetics and added 
to my wardrobe as time went by. I now have a very beautiful ward- 
robe, thanks to her. It is a great thrill to get something new, such as 
a new dress or a pair of heels, or hose. It’s an experience I never had 
as Chuck. 


I am presently located in Japan. | am on the Island of Hokaiddo, 
the northernmost. I guess I'll always remember this place, because 
this is where Sheila Ann was born. Since receiving your writings, | 
have had so much more confidence in myself and am relieved that 
I’m not alone. 

Sincerely, 
Sheila 


P.S. Am enclosing a picture of myself. Maybe you can use it, maybe 
you can’t. 


Dear Virginia, 


Back in Issue No. 52, there was a letter from a TV over here in 
Vietnam. As one who is in a similar situation may I contribute a few 
comments on life in a war zone for one who loves and needs femininity ? 


As you can imagine I live only for the change to dress again, one 
reason more than average for wanting an “R & R.” You know what it 
is like to not be able to dress. Imagine what it is like not to have any 
contact at all with femininity. To not see a single woman on the street 
for days or weeks at a time. To not even see, much less wear the things, 
the symbols of femininity that I love. Instead I am surrounded by un- 
painted plywood and gray metal. Olive drab, black, brown and gray 
are the only colors in my life at a time when I would rather have a little 
bright yellow or pastel blue. This lack of color is one of the minor things 
that makes Vietnam even more depressing. 


Vietnam does have some of the loveliest women in the world. 
Petite, graceful, beautiful. In an Ao Dai (Vietnamese dress) they can 
seem fantastically beautiful, and in a western dress, well there is no 
comparison. Unfortunately the Vietnamese women that a G.I. meets 
work in the club or clean the barracks. Many of these are prostitutes, 
and the rest have been propositioned so many times that they think any 
American who tries to talk to them has sex on his mind. Local women 
who do not work on base are unapproachable. There is a gap that can- 
not be bridged. Take the impression given by drunken kids in uniform, 
throw in the language barrier, the differences in customs, and so on 
and you will see what I mean. 


There are a few American women, nurses mostly. Nurses are officers, 
and they won’t even talk socially to an enlisted man. Even talking to 
someone below the rank of captain in the line of duty seems beneath 
them. But no matter. In the four months I have been here I have yet 
to see one who looks like her hair has been brushed in the past 30 days. 
As for cosmetics — none of them seem to believe in their use. A typical 
off duty costume for one of these ladies is fatigue pants and a man’s 
shirt with the tail hanging out. It’s the kind of outfit that makes you 
wish women would dress like women. There are only three things that 
turn my stomach, wasted liquor, misused machinery, or women who 
let themselves go to pot like our nurses. 


At least I have a chance to make it back to the world in one piece. 
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In this area of Vietnam it seems that the war is over, and if it isn’t, 
well I’m protected as well as anyone in this country. I work nights 
surrounded by 12’ steel and concrete revetments. At night, when 
Charlie sends in his rockets nothing short of a direct hit will do me 
much damage. I’m still miserable, but at least I’m better off than the 
TV who wrote a year and a half ago. If instead of thinking in terms of 
220 days to go I can keep thinking of my time left in small installments 
(X days to R & R, Y after that until I get my assignment, and so on) I 
may make it out of here klive and sane. 


Well, thanks for taking the time to read this. And thanks for the 
prompt service I always receive from Chevalier. 


Peace go with you 
John W. 


Dear Virginia, 


I believe that my previous order has qualified me to receive an 
application to F.P.E. and | would appreciate receiving one with the 
enclosed order. 


My reason for writing this letter is to try and express what your 
publications have done for myself and my wife and to point out an 
error which I, and possibly other TV’s, have made with disastrous 
results. 


I discovered your book “The Transvestite and his Wife” by accident 
in what can only be called a dirty book store about a month ago. Until 
that time my passion for dressing had always been accompanied by 
very strong guilt feelings despite an understanding and cooperative 
wife. When dressed I felt I was letting my wife down and every word 
she said or action she took was weighed very carefully in my mind, 
usually with the conclusion that she disapproved. 


This, of course, led to many fights and a worsening of my guilt 
feelings to a point where dressing became a necessary chore rather 


than the joy that it is. 
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All that changed when I received the back issues of TVia that I 
ordered. For the first time I really believed that I wasn’t a freak. I 
devoured each issue and for the first time, I began to let my real 
feminine feelings express themselves. At first I was afraid to act 
girlish in front of my wife but last night she presented me with my 
Easter present, a gorgeous two-piece baby doll night gown. I reacted 
in what was a typical feminine way, dancing around and cooing my 
thanks to my wife. To my surprise she was over-joyed and reacted in 
kind. We stayed up very late that night and I made my discovery. 
My wife was trying with all her might to help but it was I who had 
created the problem by being oversensitive to her harmless actions. 


I’m a happy girl now and a better man for having read your maga- 
zine. All I need now is to meet other FPE girls. My wife and I are both 
hoping that this will be soon. 


Enclosed are some pictures which you may feel free to publish if 
you wish. They were taken on the night I mentioned and are dis- 
tinguished from my other pictures by the smile on my face which is 
becoming more or less permanent. 

Yours truly, 
Susan 


Dear Virginia, 


I am “Susan’s” wife. We are so very glad to have discovered your 
magazine. We both respect each other more now and are thankful 
for what you have done for both of us. I enjoy seeing Susan in her 
clothes so much now that she is happy and I am happy with and for 
her. I love every minute that she spends wearing her clothes and know 
that she does too. 


Thank you again for what you have done for both of us. 
Sincerely, 
Susan’s wife 


Dear Virginia, 


Enclosed is Money Order for one Clip Sheet and the next TVia if it 
ever comes out. The last one was not up to the old ones by a long way. 
The true history was good, but the fiction punk and impossible. Also 
too bad you had to fill in space by the usual letters laying it on with a 
trowel. How long since you have printed one that disagreed with you? 


As you don’t want any stories from me (I seem to be cast out into outer 
darkness for good) I am sending what I do finish to Conny, and at 
times getting quite good ones in return. But while I usually agree with 
Susanna whose articles are about the best thing in TVia now. If I get 
enough ambition, which is lacking these days, I would like to write my 
ideas on the subject and hope to have them in print. 


I certainly do not want any picture TVia while you are gadding around 
too much at the expense of FPE and doubt if many do want it. Why not 
figure out some scheme to prepare as much as you can of your own, 
include a story, as you must have some possibly good, have Susanna as 
usual and leave it in some shape that Sheila, Fran etc. could finish it 
ready for the printer. The idea is not impossible. 


As far as I can make out, and my NYC connections are good, there is 
no chance of anyone around there starting a TV magazine, not even the 
TV bookstore they talked about. So it is very necessary to keep TVia 
going. The magazine probably does more good getting TV’s in touch 
even though there is about no more “Contact” than your exhibitions on 
TV and radio. No doubt you get a flood of letters from lonely TV’s but 
disgust so many “normal” people, I doubt if the good you do balances 
it. 


Sincerely, 
“A sister” 


Ed. Note: This letter is not a current one — it got mislaid and just 
surfaced. I print it both because of the challenge to print something that 
is not complimentary but also to illustrate that an Editor’s life like 
Gilbert and Sullivan policeman’s “is not a happy one.” That is, even 
when you win with one reader you lose with another. But everyone is 
entitled to their opinion. There are not too many negative letters in 
TVia for the very simple reason that I don’t get many. That doesn’t 
mean that the mag is perfect but just that those who don't like it just 
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don’t take the trouble to say so, they just quit subscribing. Those that 
find it interesting and valuable are appreciative and are kind enough to 
express it to me. Since the writer of this letter might be embarrassed to 
see her name appended to it and as I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feel- 
ings I have published it anonymously. 


The following missive (read missile) arrived while I was assembling 
this issue. As further proof of my willingness to print negative letters I 
include it. Seems like my “Beware of Virginia” piece in No. 60 was taken 
to heart by at least one person. It’s nice that he has seen the light. Seems 
TVia is about to fold up too. Ah me, that’s too bad, and just after we 
get ourselves a nice new cover design, carve up a birthday cake (10 years 
etc.) What a shame! And everyone will believe him too . . . except the 
subscribers. Well .. . “sticks and stones” and all that. 


Dear Mr. Prince, 
I was really surprised to read what you wrote about the great Pudgy 
Roberts. He is a great and talented artist and entertainer . . . and is 


more capable of helping us transvestites than you ever were. 


It’s a shame you have neither the wisdom nor the youth to be as good 


as he is — But I guess since you put out such a trashy magazine . . . it’s 
understandable. 
I just wanted you to know WE TVs love and adore him. . . and as 


far as we are concerned . . . he is our only leader. 


(I refuse to give my name so you can add it to your listing. I hear you 
are losing your readers to NEW TRENNS — Thank God for that.) It’s 
weirdo’s like you that make it hard for us to live with ourselves. 


But I am certain — and I know many, many that agree with me... 
You won’t be in business too much longer. 


An informed TV 


Dear Virginia, 


I have made my first foray at female impersonation in public. As 
you know I am a member of a barbershop quartet. I sing tenor, a 
natural for a girl’s part. I have for years hoped for some opportunity 
to play a female part on stage. The chance came this summer when the 
show committee was hashing over ideas for this year’s show. The theme 
was finally decided as a revue of old time vaudeville days. I subtly 
suggested some names that were famous including Julia Eltinge and 
others. I mentioned that every vaudeville act in the old days always 
included a female impersonator. Surprisingly the other jumped at the 
idea. Others had evidently thought of the same idea. In discussing 
various acts, reminiscences of the “Our Gang” comedies came up. 
Acts were assigned to others and I put in a bid for “Our Gang.” 


When the act finally jelled we had the school teacher, who was the 
smallest of the four. He is a real little guy. Next we had Percy the 
rich kid, who would wear a Lord Fauntleroy suit. Then there was 
“Spike” the tough kid. Of course any group of children would include 
some girls. This part was for me because I was the biggest and would 
supposedly be the most comical. I was to be “Baby Jane” and we 
would all be 10 years old. There is an expert arranger in our chapter 
and he arranged a medley of “School Days”, “The Bell in the School- 
house”, “Nursery Rhymes”, and “I don’t want to play in your yard.” 
We worked up a routine and started practicing. 


Meanwhile I visited Providence and met Barbara who has done 
amateur acting. She was very doubtful about the whole thing and told 
me about all the horrible things that would happen to me as a result 
of appearing in public as a girl. I did not intend to use makeup, or 
high heels or breasts anyway. They did not go with the part. It did 
not seem to me to be so awful so I was determined to do it anyway. It 
took me many years to get up enough nerve to impersonate a female 
on stage and I did not intend to lose this chance. 


I wore a $5 wig fluffed up big with a loose forelock that hung over 
my eyes which I continually brushed aside without success. This was 
good for a laugh. Then a pale blue cotton blouse, a light blue shantung 
jumper similar to a school uniform. Finally bright blue fishnet stock- 
ings and black flats. I told them 1 got it all at the Goodwill store. I 
wore the outfit at two dress rehearsals before the show. Nothing bad 
happened and the act was very well received. 
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The night of the show (Oct. 7), we knocked them dead and I got all 
kinds of compliments afterwards. The women really went for it and 
they couldn’t get over my legs. Well, I didn’t know I had such good 
legs. What would they say if they saw me in my usual high heels. 


So we don’t need to be afraid of female impersonation on stage in the 
proper atmosphere. Of course there was nothing suggestive about the 
act. I played a nice little schoolgirl. If any of our sisters are considering 
a female act, remember that if you are a lady on stage you will be 
accepted. You place your own value on yourself. Avoid any of the 
standard ploys of the night club type shows, especially the lewd routine 
of the typical M.C. and the stripteasing. These two things destroy 
female impersonating and the impersonator. F.I. was very popular 
in vaudeville days, principally because it was kept clean. I have a 
tape of the show with the big laugh when I appeared. Unfortunately, 
I have no pics. I had a loaded polaroid but could not find anyone to 
operate it. My son had to go to a meeting, and a TV who intended to 
replace him called to say that his wife had come down with pneu- 
monia. So I have no pics, unless I can find somebody who took some. 


But I am already scheming for next year. How about Sadie Hawkin’s 
Day with me as Daisy Mae? 


Femininely, 
Eloise 21-F-3 FPE 


IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 
YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO. 

GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES 
; We offer complete optical service 
é at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles. 

PS 
je oN CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 


J 
- FRIEND OF VIRGINIA. 

We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
of the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications. 


D.N. Morley — Regal Opticians 
2026 West 6th St. 
HUbbard 33950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy Parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th St. 
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oak x Saye wy! | 
Se ae 
Kathryn June 53-H-1 FPE 
22-K-1 FPE 


Wilma June Myrtle Ann 
32-S-11 36-M-1 FPE 


Goes to the Dogs 


TRAVELLING SALESLADY 


_D————— Virginia 


The last 3 weeks of May and the first week of June were hectic. I 
spent most of it away from home. The week of the 11 - 16 saw me in 
San Francisco for the American Psychiatric Assn. meeting. It was kind 
of exciting this year. There was an evening seminar on HS vs. TS with 
papers presented by various big-wigs in the field Chaired by Dr. 
Green of UCLA and introduced by Dr. Benjamin. About half way 
through various wild haired members of Gay Liberation moved in 
and began to yell and shout obscenities and accusations at the speakers. 
It got to be quite a mess. Dr. Green gave a couple of them an oppor- 
tunity to speak at the podium but they didn’t make their case very 
well. I was recognized as the last person to ask a question and I went 
up to the podium to do it. First thing I said was, “I’m not a psychia- 
trist so don’t take off on me.” All the gays laughed. Then I said, “A 
minute ago one of your people was here at the mike and said, ‘I’m gay 
and I’m glad’. I’d like to say that I’m a Transvestite and I’m proud.” 
For this I got a hand from the gays and they kept quiet so I could have 
my say. 


I told the audience that although the subject was TS nobody had bothered 
to define it and how could they debate its nature without deciding 
what they meant by the word. I therefore gave them my definition as 
presented in the article in TVia No. 60 and went on to tell them that 
the great majority of those seeking surgery did not qualify, etc. Dr. 
Green subsequently thanked me for ending the evening on a positive 
note instead of a confrontation. 


Thursday morning there was another session on HS and again the Gay 


Lib people were there joined by a bunch of young women from Women’s 
Lib. Between them they created so much noise, confusion and distur- 
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bance that the chairman had to dismiss the session. It was a frightening 
premonition of things that may lie ahead for this nation when even a 
professional group like that of the psychiatrists can have their meet- 
ings disrupted by the radical wing of various minority groups. 


During the five days of the convention I got in some good licks with 
various M.D.s around and feel that I did my bit for the cause. The 
radical caucus of younger psychiatrists had a number of meetings 
most of which I couldn’t make but I got into the tail end of one paper 
to hear one line which has stuck in my mind ever since. I'll pass it on 
to you and think it over as it has great significance to everybody, but 
particularly to men because they usually seek to advance their ego 
through argument and discussion (I ought to know, Charles built his 
personality on logic, reason and knowledge and sought to use these 
in discussions with others.). The speaker said, “You cannot change a 
person’s opinion on any subject in which he has an emotional invest- 
ment by the simple expedient of providing him with new information.” 
That bit of wisdom bids fair to change my life considerably since 
most of the things we discuss with others come under the heading of 
emotion-laden concepts and all we are doing in discussions and argu- 
ments is trying to bring to bear new bits of logical, reasonable informa- 
tion so that the other person will see the error of his point of view and 
adopt ours. Ask yourself, how often have you heard either opponent 
in a good discussion back down and concede the others correctness? 
You don’t need many fingers to count them. So now I’m trying to train 
myself to discern the emotional committment people have to a subject. 
If their position is anything other than factual [ll try not to do more 
than ask if they are interested in what I think. If they say yes then Ill 
tell them and stop there without trying to rebut their rebuttal and on 
and on. It won’t be easy but at least I am aware of it. 


I had the pleasure of meeting with the Alpha Epsilon group in the bay 
area on Saturday afternoon and seeing a lot of old friends again. I 
stayed over that night and flew back home on Sunday. I had Monday, 
Tuesday and Wednesday to catch up on personal and Chevalier busi- 
ness and then on Thursday took off for Idaho for the annual meeting 
of the Kappa-Lambda FPE regions. The northwest group had chipped 
in to pay my airfare up and back and I’d like to take this occasion to 
express my thanks to them for doing so. 


We had a marvelous weekend at Annette’s house, talking, eating, 
drinking, and general visiting. Some of our girls were pretty dedicated 


in their determination to make it to the meeting. Three of them flew 
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up in a small plane from Denver. Elaura was brave and came dressed. 
Over Laramie the motor lost most of its power from some cause and 
they had to make an emergency landing at a closed down airport where 
they were repairing the runway and it was cut in half by a big ditch 
but they made it. Another plane was brought up and Maureen and 
Elaura continued on. Betty who had had to sit in the back seat through 
some pretty rough weather and thus became pretty airsick decided to 
do the rest of the trip in better style so she took a bus to Twin Falls 
and then flew in by jet. The other two got along O.K. till about 100 
miles from destination when the gyro compass, range finder and every- 
thing else but the magnetic compass and the radio conked out on them. 
They finally identified the towns they were flying over from the map 
and found the railroad and flew into town following it. Quite a bit of 
excitement for them but they made it. 


One of the other girls apparently leads a charmed life since she drove 
in from Portland in a loan car (hers was in for repair) and got stopped 
for doing 85 or 90. The interesting part was that she was dressed. 
Therefore, when the officer asked for her license she didn’t have one, 
neither did she have any other satisfactory ID. And even the car wasn’t 
hers. They held her about an hour calling all over to see that she 
wasn’t an escapee of some sort and finally let her go with a ticket in 
her femme name. She never did tell them the truth. So she too had an 
experience for her memory book. The rest of us got there in very 
orthodox fashion. 


Saturday night we had a big dinner at one of the downtown restaurants 
about 15 of us and half a dozen wives — everybody in their dressiest 
dresses. A pretty sight as you can see from the accompanying pictures. 
Colorado, Wyoming, Idaho, Washington, Oregon and California 
were represented — sort of a NW Summit meeting. Annette and her 
wonderful wife certainly had everyone’s appreciation in making it 
possible. 


Janice 47-A-1 FPE, wife and two children drove me back to Seattle 
and put me up for several days. Their little daughter, 5 years old, and I 
fell in love with each other. She watched me put my eyeliner on pre- 
paratory to the TV appearance one night and very seriously commented 
“Oh that’s pretty, it makes a whole new woman out of you”. . . as 
nice a compliment as anyone could ask for. She’s a doll and I like to 
play with such dolls. 
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Gathering of the Clans 
Donna, Virginia, Rayetta, Joanne, Maureen, Brendalyn, Annette 
Betty, Cheryl, Elaura Ann, Janice, Marilynn, Joyce 
Charlene Marylynn 


Betty, Elaura, Marylynn, Maureen 
and the plane Elaura & Maureen (as Bob) flew in 
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Monday I gave a seminar to the Department of Psychiatry at the 
University of Washington and as they have a Gender Identity Clinic 
there I tried to make the FP point of view clear since they are mostly 
concerned with TSs. 


Tuesday morning at 8:15 I was on a local rock and roll radio station 
for interviews between records and commercials. It went over better 
than had been anticipated and before the program was over there were 
four calls waiting for me from students who heard the program on the 
way to class and wanted me to talk to their classes. One was a high 
school so I ruled that out. One was at an impossible time so two girls 
came down to the studio and we did a tape interview right then and 
there. The other two were from Seattle Community College and we 
set up the time as 11 a.m. and 1 p.m. the next day. That night I did a 
TV show on KTVW Tacoma that went over very well. That was on a 
Tuesday night and the following Saturday when I was already back 
in L.A. I got a long distance call from one of the girls telling me that 
they were playing it over again — twice in five days — that’s some sort 
of record I guess. 


Thursday morning I went to Seattle Community College to do the 
11 a.m. class in sociology. It went over very well and afterward the professor 
was thanking me and said, “Gee, I wish you could talk to my other 
class.” I asked when it was and he said, “right now!” I said, “Well, 
get me a glass of water and here we go again.” At the end of that 
session it was | p.m. and time for the Psych class so we went up- 
stairs. Since they had already covered HS, TV (FP) and TS the pre- 
ceeding week I could dispense with the definitions and we really got 
into things. We had a happening, too. I was telling them how, as 
Virginia, I had been able to skip hand in hand with the little daughter 
of one of my friends down in Disneyland and to do so in front of lots 
of other people. By way of illustrating I just skipped around in a little 
circle in front of the class and on returning to the podium I stopped 
short and said, “Now I challenge any man in this class to come up and 
do what I just did.” Would you believe it, one of the fellows did it. I 
just gave him a great big hug right in front of the class and told him it 
was marvelous, wonderful. The whole class clapped. It was wonderful 
in that a young man could be free enough to be himself in front of his 
peers without fear of ridicule or accusation. I’m sure Charles couldn’t 
have done it in his day and I doubt that any of you readers over 30 
could either. It is such a good sign that the younger people are not tied 
up in so many behavior knots as we were. It was beautiful. Both the 
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Soci. and Psych. professors were very complimentary and appreciative. 
The Soci. professor had stuck through three consecutive hours and 
classes with me so I guess I had him pretty well brainwashed. 


The previous day I had gone to the Seattle Times to see if they would 
like to do an interview and told them about the classes so I was pleased 
to see that they had sent a reporter over to the Psych class and the next 
day we got a write-up in the paper. 


I managed to put TVia into two different bookstores so we can be 
more easily “found” in Seattle. I also spent about an hour with the 
editor of another TV publication there and ascertained that his main 
activity is his correspondence club and that he makes no attempt to 
limit it to any one kind of person though he does try to exclude the 
obvious nuts and pornographic types. But it was clear that our two 
points of view were quite different. As a member of the older generation 
I have been through all the hell that most of you have and thus my 
original purpose was to try to alleviate as much of this as I could for 
others by way of education and enlightenment and promoting self 
acceptance. I was (and still am) primarily concerned about people 
like myself. He, being much younger, is a product of a much more 
acceptant society —- the “do your own thing” era. Thus he need not be 
so concerned either with enlightenment and acceptance or with limit- 
ing his efforts to the straight TV (FP). But it takes all kinds and I bear 
him no ill will. 


* * * 


I must take this way of expressing a sort of mass “‘thank you” to all 
those who not only contributed to my transportation expense but who, 
through their hospitality of various kinds, driving me to various appoint- 
ments, taking me to dinner, etc., did so much to make my visit to the 
Pacific NW not only very pleasurable but, hopefully, useful too. 


When I got home’from Seattle on a Sunday afternoon I found a long 
distance call from Chicago waiting for me. It turned out that WLS-TV, 
a show I’d done a 15 minute segment with last December was starting 
up a new show and the producer was kind enough to say that they 
wanted to start it off with the best of their former guests and would I 
help them get it under way. I was complimented and as they were going 
to pick up the tab I naturally said yes. So after three days at home again 
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I took off on Thursday June 4 to do the show. Next day I spent a mar- 
velous noon and early afternoon with Dr. Alvarez and his two pretty 
and interesting secretaries. They took me to lunch and we had a great 
visit. 


Then it was out to O’Hare by bus to be picked up by Gisele 13-J-2 FPE 
and taken home. Our Executive Secretary, Fran came down from Wis- 
consin accompanied by Jeri who writes the literary reviews in the 
Femme Forum for FPE. Our local counsellor Barbara Lee 13-D-4 FPE 
and her assistants Ellen 13-M-6 FPE and Evelyn 38-B-9 FPE (now in 
Illinois) were also there. We had a “council of war” or something or 
other. At least we had a long discussion of various FPE problems and 
decided to print up some copies of the series of articles from TVia No. 
60 having to do with Gender and TS and to distribute these to doctors, 
counsellors, and those who think they are TS in the hope that we can 
save some of those who might otherwise take this one way trip to 
“deathless suicide” as Susanna called it. 


My WLS appearance had been seen by the producer of the Marty Faye 
show, which I’d done a couple of times before, and he woke me up early 
the following morning to scold me for not letting him know that I was in 
town and would I do the show on Saturday for them. I would and I did. 
There was a chuckle in this, too, because one of the phone-in questions 
had to do with what was the attitude of the police toward us. I answered 
that I’'d never been disturbed and that in any case it would depend on 
the law in a particular city. I said that I’d never had time to inquire about 
the situation in Chicago. When I got off the air a couple of the camera 
men asked me some questions and then said, “there is a cop waiting for 
you in the waiting room.” I assumed they were kidding and said that I 
thought it would be all right because even where there were laws against 
cross dressing they usually exempted entertainers and that is what I 
counted as. 


So I walked out the door and there, much to my surprise was a cop. He 
was writing a note of some sort and made no movement toward me. I 
said goodbye to the producer and his wife and the cop, having gone to 
the elevator, I departed too. So he and I rode the two elevators down 
to the street and stood talking on the sidewalk for 10 minutes or so. 
I asked him if I'd be O.K. walking back to the hotel at midnight. He 
said sure and besides that he would be going up the street checking cars 
too and he’d keep an eye on me. So much for confrontation in Chicago. 
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(ere eed REVIEWS 


Sheila Niles 32-B-2 FPE — ee SCO 


Science-Fiction came through strong in 1969, with two items of interest 
to the TVia reader. We understand one of them was personally spon- 
sored by a subscriber into the publisher’s list — no more said for security 
reasons, but thank you! First, a word of warning, these are NOT about 
cross-dressing, but more subtle things. 


FIVE TO TWELVE, by Edmund Cooper, Hodder Paperbacks, 
London, 187 pp, $1.00 (Also published in the US, details not available.) 


The 5/12 ratio of the title is that of males to females in the world of a 
hundred years in the future. Due to a series of mishaps involving side 
effects of birth control pills, etc., the women have not only become more 
numerous, but equal in size, physical strength and competitiveness to 
the men. And so, with many a storm but no actual slaughter, the women 
took over... 


The story is of little importance, being actually based on a misunder- 
standing on the part of the author. He apparently believes the XYY 
males are sort of supermen, rather than the over-sexed, high-grade 
moron criminal types they really are. The interesting thing is the setting, 
and it is rather well done. 


The woman, naturally enough, come in two grades. The Doms are the 
capable, intelligent and reasonably hard-working ruling class — sterile 
by choice. Child-bearing is done by the Infras, low IO types with no 
talent for anything else than serving as proxy-mothers. For reasons not 
made clear, the Dom’s egg must be fertilized after being transplanted 
to the Infra, which creates some emotional complications. 
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The men also come in two grades. Most numerous are the Squires, who 
have signed on as sort of male “mistresses” (marriage having got lost 
around 2025) and live as their Doms see fit. One of the rewards for 
Squiredom is longevity treatment, which permits Doms and their 
consorts to go to at least 200 without visibly aging. Men who do not rise 
to Squiredom, through lack of charm or by their own choice, eke out 
a precarious existance as menial employees, prostitutes or both. They 
are known as Sports, and when they go on a rampage of vandalism, as 
Pirates. 


It is a rather comfortable, and very safe world that the Doms have made. 
War is nearly forgotten; such risky enterprises as space travel are of no 
interest. A brilliant technology, much of it developed from 20th cen- 
tury male-type beginnings, carries one anywhere by strato-rocket or 
personal jet-pack without risk. Entertainment is unlimited; London is 
a place of beauty and quiet, and the rulers find little to do, with all 
problems tidily solved. Of course, there are quite a few suicides among 
all classes, due to sheerest boredom .. . 


So, who is feminine and who is masculine in this semi-Utopia? Not 
quite that simple —the Infras alone have retained their traditional 
orientation and are all sex-toys and mothers in turn as required. The 
Doms are subject to moments of tenderness in which the old female 
submissiveness shows through the hard neutral shell. Sports, and Squires 
in their company, exhibit the shrill pettiness and gossip of underlings 
of all places and times — but that is hardly femininity. Masculinity is 
dead, and without it, one suspects, femininity is an anachronism. 
Certainly, no one is seen to cross-dress; any man masquerading as a 
Dom would rate Grade One psycho-therapy (total removal of memories 
and personality), while passing as an Infra might lead to other com- 
plications. Doms are reported to engage in “mild lesbian frolics”, and 
no doubt the Sports find things to do with each other during the long 
dull years, but sex is mostly hetero and primarily for pleasure. Per- 
sonally, I would petition for sex-change and Dom status, but there is 
nothing in the book to indicate whether I’d stand a chance of that! 


THE LEFT HAND OF DARKNESS, by Ursala K. LeGuin, Ace 
Publ. Corp., N.Y., No. 47800, 286 pp, 95c. This one takes us even 
farther away in time, and also in space, to a planet, Gethen, inhabited 
by a race of people who have branched off from the main line of humans 
just enough so they are all functional hermaphrodites. Their lives 
operate on an approximately lunar estrus cycle; instead of being in 
heat all the time, like other humanoids, they are sexually neuter for 
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about 21 days. Then, on schedule (but not simultaneously) they develop 
one or the other of their sexual states. They have no choice, nor pre- 
dictability, as to whether it is to be male or female this month. However, 
if two are closely attached to one another, the second one tends to 
develop the opposite role from his partner, for the five days of sexual 
phase. If there is no pregnancy, all revert to neuter for another 22 days, 
but if the female has conceived, she is stuck in the female role for 
about 15 months. (I should regard that as a serious risk, but contra- 
ceptives are available, and no one seems to mind, the first few times 
anyway). Geneologists have a BIG job on this planet! Fortunately, 
monogamous marriage is the norm on Gethen. 


The story is told alternately by the Envoy (the only ordinary human 
on the planet) and a Prime Minister who sacrifices his career to further 
acceptance of the Envoy’s offered trade agreement. The planet is 
essentially in a state of late 19th century civilization, but has become 
static due to internal conflicts and traditions tend to block any change. 
Much of the action results from the natives’ varied reactions to the 
tradition-breaking proposition from the Envoy, and his natural enough 
difficulty in accepting the fact that he is not dealing with men, nor 
women, but something in between. 


The “in between” is very well done, indeed, and almost defies descrip- 
tion in a short review. The Prime Minister, the mad King who orders 
him exiled, the rather totalitarian officials in the country in which they 
both seek refuge, and all others he encounters, show the same semi- 
feminine preference for indirect action, intrigue and mystification. 
On the other hand, they can be, unpredictably, quite manly in the best 
sense of that equivocal word. The Envoy does not really get the emo- 
tional picture, despite his intellectual knowledge of the situation, until ¢ 
he and the Prime Minister are making a dangerous return to the first 
country across the polar icecap. It takes over a month, and for a few 
days the “man” to whom he has entrusted his life turns into a very 
attractive female. They resist the temptation to turn the friendship 
that has grown between them into something more — and less — but 
the Envoy has felt, at last, something of the forces that motivate these 
strange people. If only he had been a TV, it would have been much 
easier — or would it? I think so; in the Envoy’s words: “I had been 
afraid to give my trust to a man who was also a woman.” That is 
probably the basic attitude of the “straight” people towards us. On the 
other hand, it might take a bisexual to understand the Gethens, and that 
is outside my department. 
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TV MOMENTS IN ADVERTISING! 


The Firestone Bank 


= AKRON, OHIO 44301 


How about this? Banks in Ohio and in Colorado asking for our 
business! “We’ve come a long way Baby!” 


ww \W/ 


DRIVE-UP-WINDOWS 


OPEN 
8 AM. — 6 P.M. 
MON. THRU FRI. 


Sring Af Friend 
Let “Them See TV 
Banking 


ST 
rest BANK OF AURORA 


9000 EAST COLFAX © AURORA, COLORADO 60010 
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On the Air 


Wagner Finds 
TV Rewarding 


By Bob Tweedell 


By ROBERT WAGNER 
Star of It Takes a Thief 


Fe 


Don’t we all? 


p Los Angeles 


IMCS 


PART Il 


LETTERS—TV This is too much — 


SATURDAY, NOV. 29, 1969 A section for usin 
this bastion of 


conservatism? 
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Presto-Chango Industries. 
326 Oneida Street, | 
Utica, New York 17044 


\ Fou Maes 
DO-IT-YOURSELF 
SEK CHANGE KIT! 


md thousands to £0 to Denmerk when, with 

pada bigeige pe Kit, you can do-it-yoursell 
aig: the prive your own home for anly $14.96t 
Thanks to ‘ “eclentific break- 


Dear Mrs. Keeler, 

H ms m da) of my situation! Please send 
y Mrs. Keeler’s Do-It-Yourself 

SEX-CHANGE Kit immediately! | under- 

stand that the easy-to-follow instructions 

and “Plast-O-Gen,” the “scientific break- 

| through” substance, make everything 

yok: as pie! I'd like to become (check 

one): 

( )aman!( )awoman!( ) a little of 

both! 


Enclosed find $14.95. ($l deposit required 
on all C.0.D. orders.) 


i i i i ry 


Wi seat cporge 3c 
ecal eponge, 
ae te 1 ype 


Pom ee ree emen se meoresesosseerone 


City & State............ gon oddone eee : 
Zip No 


ACT NOW and we will include Mre. Kee- 
\ter's Name Guide, a list of over 6,000 

men’s and women’s names, plus mean- 
| ings and origins, from which you can 
| Choose your new name! 


TV Specials 


Wonderful World of Girls 
(Tentative)—Sunday, January 18, 10-11 
p.m.—Is being a girl really something 


special? This program concludes the an- 
swer is—YES. 


On radio this conclusion 


ORDER TODAY!—DON’T DELAY migbighoyipastoned. Die 
on TV we'd all agree. 
Here you are, dreamers! 
Why spend “7,000” when 
you can do it for “14.95” 
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LANE BRYANT 


TalS Wop 


SPECIAL VALUE! 


Repeated by 
popular request 


For your Juliet 
evenings at home, 
slither into a nylon 
tricot culotte 
pajama! So 
provocative with 
ecru lace and 
pinch of 

ruffling up top. 
In heavenly pink 
or aqua 
S-M-L-XL. $10 
P.S. For men only: 


NOTE 
Lane Bryant seems to 
be getting the message. 
Every man should have 
his “Juliette” evenings, 
don’t you agree? 
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It’s Your Body 


TREAT IT LIKE A LADY 


Sears 


ITALIAN BOY | ~ We all try 


Cute isn’t he don’t we? 
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THE GIRL(BOY) WITHIN 


a 


Some years ago Susanna coined the expression, the “Girl Within” as a 
means of referring to the feminine potential within the man-self. The 
idea was not new as it is implicit in the teachings of Carl Jung (one of the 
founders of psychiatry and originally an associate of Freud). He wrote 
about the “animus” or the masculine in the female and the “anima”, 
the feminine in the male. But, as his theories never achieved quite the 
acclaim and currency that Freud’s did, not so much is heard of these 
terms. But the “girl within” is, in effect, just an updated concept ex- 
pressing the same thing but a little more specifically. The “anima” was 
sort of a vague concept concerning femininity while the “girl within” 
as used in our group refers more directly to that feminine person which 
we are sometimes and which we keep tucked away in the back of our 
brains the rest of the time. 


Now a number of FPs (you might as well get used to the term Femmi- 
phile and its abbreviation FP as I’m going to use it much of the time 
from here on — see my Observations article in this issue) indicate in letters 
and discussions that they haven’t much regard for this concept, that it’s 
just a lot of baloney and that all they care about is the fact that they 
like to dress and that’s it. Well, fine, more power to them, but the fact that 
they haven’t had this experience does not mean that it isn’t true for 
others. So let’s see what it involves. 


I have personally always subscribed to this concept but never was able 
to have any really concrete proof of it. It was a bit of philosophical 
terminology that served to improve communication a bit but it had no 
tangible reality. That is, it didn’t until recently. Now as most readers 
know I said good bye to Charles and started to live as Virginia in April 
of 1968. Since that time there were 2 days in June of 68 when I had to 
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become Charles to collect some money due me, and 3 days in August 
of 1968 when my mother passed away and I had to revert to Charles for 
her funeral and because of family arrangements. Other than these 
times — a total of 5 days, I’ve been Virginia ever since and very happy 
and comfortable in the role. But three things have occurred in the last 
6 or 7 months that have a bearing on this subject. 


The first of these occurred one morning when I had gotten up, dressed, 
made up, etc. and had just had my breakfast. I was sitting at my 
breakfast table and picked up a story that had been submitted and de- 
cided to spend a little time editing it. It was a very good story and I 
found myself getting wound up in it and identifying with the hero- 
heroine just like I used to do. You know what I mean, the same feeling 
you have when you read an especially good piece of fiction in TVia or 
one of the separate stories. It was interesting, exciting, and I became 
involved in it. After 10 to 15 ‘minutes I had to get up from the table to 
take care of something and this broke the spell. As I pushed away from 
the table I became consciously aware that I was wearing a dress and 
nylons because I could see them. This brought all the rest of my attire 
to my attention and it rather amused me. Here I was dressed as a woman, 
living as a woman and had been for over a year at the time and ex- 
pected to continue to be, so what was so great about a character in a 
story who got all gussied up for some special occasion. It seemed sort of 
silly for me to have any interest other than that of an editor. I made a 
mental note of it and went on to other things. 


Two or three months ago when I was putting together Clipsheets No. 
32, 33 and 34, I had the clippings spread out all over the living room rug. 
There were a number devoted to the current rage in England for “Drag 
Shows” meaning, of course, impersonator shows. But interestingly 
enough a lot of these shows and acts which apparently take place in pubs, 
bars, and at community affairs are not put on by homosexuals. Among 
the clippings were several of men going off to “work” (what a misnomer) 
all gussied up as girls — kissing the wife good bye and with the wig box 
carried by a small daughter and the cosmetic case by a small son. Well, 
as before I found myself getting all engrossed in these clippings, being 
envious, identifying, etc. Then suddenly I was aware that I was wearing 
a pretty psychodelic print jersey lounging pajama with silver slippers, 
appropriate jewelry etc. Again I thought, “how strange and foolish that I 
should become so involved with the people I have been reading about 
and who were pictured in the clippings when I have many more and 
different opportunities to wear all manner of femme clothes all the time. 
It was something like being envious of a kid who finds a five dollar bill 
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when you yourself have a hundred grand in the bank — ridiculous. 


Well, when I went to bed that night I was very disturbed and had a hard 
time going to sleep thinking about this experience and the earlier one 
while editing the story. It seemed so out of character to get so involved 
in somebody else’s femme-life when I was so busy and so pleased with 
my own. I was baffled about the inconsistency of it. But finally it 
dawned on me. It was not, I Virginia, the woman, who was so fascinated 
and involved, it was Charles the FP for my feelings were exactly like they 
had been over the years when reading about some other man in dresses. 
I’m sure every FP reading this has experienced this same feeling. What 
I have done in the last two years was to let the girl within Charles “out” 
and let her take over. Charles in turn was relegated to the position of 
“Boy within”. 


I have a GG friend who is very understanding and who often tells me 
that although she goes out with Virginia, whenever we have a friendly 
argument or discussion it is Charles that she is arguing with. This is 
an outsider’s conception of the boy within. 


Well, early in June, I capped the climax on this whole thing. It had 
been a week since I had gotten my hair done so it wasn’t in too 
good condition anyway. Then I went out into the garden and worked 
in the sun pulling weeds, etc. I came in hot and tired and perspiry. Well, 
perspiration of the scalp is the death of any kind of a set so my hair was 
in a mess and would be even worse the next day so I resolved to wash it 
myself and practice setting it myself well enough to at least last from 
Saturday night till Tuesday afternoon when I was going to the beauty 
shop anyway. So I gave myself a shampoo and took off the remains of 
a week’s nail polish preparatory to putting it back on decently. As I 
was drying myself after the bath I suddenly thought, “here I am with 
no wave in my hair and no nail polish on — this would be a time when 
I could get Charles out of hiding and go down and buy some things 
at the store.” With this idea I called up a GG friend that has known me 
for a long time — the one I went to the Montreal fair with — and who 
has known of Charles’ existence but has never met him. I told her, “This 
is Virginia’s brother, Charles.” She didn’t catch on immediately so I 
explained to her. She ended up inviting Charles over for dinner in a 
half hour. I said I’d be there. 


So I had to quickly become Charles. 1 went to his drawers and closet 
in the back bedroom and got out the whole masculine regalia and got 


dressed. The only feminine item I had on was a rather tight bra to 
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flatten me out a bit. The first moments felt sort of strange as I tried to 
think what a man carries in his pockets — oh yes, I’ve got to have a 
wallet, and a pocket comb, my keys, some money, etc. I searched 
around and accumulated these, put on a sport jacket and took off. I had 
combed my hair straight and let it dry but it was too fluffy. I put some 
lotion on it, tied the back part into a short pony tail and tried to plaster 
the sides down without too much success. Well, the important part of 
the story was that as soon as I was entirely “put together” as Charles, 
I WAS Charles. I walked, talked, gestured and felt perfectly Charlesy 
as it were. I went to the GG’s house, surprised the heck out of her for a 
few minutes then settled down to a turkey dinner and a nice long dis- 
cussion after it in which I comfortably sprawled out as a man will and 
felt completely myself AS Charles. 


So what? you may say, what’s so unusual about all of this, I do it every 
week! True and so did I for years. But bringing the boy self back after 
two years is something different (or so I thought it would be) than 
bringing him back after 5 or 6 hours. The purpose of relating these three 
events to you is that to me they prove the validity of the “Girl Within” 
concept by way of proving the “Boy Within”. It will therefore be easier 
to explain and to grasp if we consider the nature of this “boy within” 
— Charles. 


Anyone’s personality is made up of a summation and an integration of 
experiences encountered, knowledge learned, patterns of behavior es- 
tablished, attitudes acquired, conditioned reflexes developed, and self 
concepts constructed, All these working together at a given time serve 
to present the total person that the observer sees and reacts to. Now all 
of these are psychically interrelated in memory. It isn’t that some little 
physical chunk of brain tissue gets set aside and contains “Charles” 
(or anyone else) but rather that all of these interrelated psychic functions 
operate together to present a consistent and identifiable external person- 
ality and also an inner sense of completeness and conformity. 


Charles “lived” in this body for 55 years before relinquishing it to me 
on a permanent basis in 1968. “Charles” consisted of memory traces 
of his various experiences (and his feelings and interpretations of them), 
of the various kinds of knowledge acquired during these years, of his 
manner of handling his body, conditioned patterns of behavior which 
are constantly repeated, his attitudes about people, things, and himself, 
his specific abilities and specific needs, and his emotional relationships 
to all these things. It is unreasonable to suppose that because one changes 
gender that he will literally forget all knowledge and experiences acquired 


82 


in the former gender. These things are filed away much as knowledge 
and reports are filed away in books in the stacks of a large library to be 
brought out when occasion demands them. So I, as Virginia, have 
momentary access to all this part of Charles. But I do not have all the 
same attitudes he had, nor the same needs, some of the same abilities 
(but not those that would be inappropriate to the feminine gender), I 
do not handle “our” body the same way nor are my moment-to-moment 
emotional reactions the same as his would be. In short some of what 
made up Charles is one of the ingredients in me, Virginia, but much of 
the rest of him is not and still more of “me” is solely Virginia. 


Yet the “instructions”, or perhaps a better word would be the patterns 
or the rules for the interaction of all the factors which together consti- 
tute Charles are still intact and available under proper stimulus. But 
most of the time they are simply quiescent because I, Virginia am in 
command and am reacting and presenting myself according to my own 
patterns and rules. But the important thing is that the integrated, 
totally functional personality that was Chalres is in my head and intact 
at all times. That is, that in a very real and functional sense Charles 
is a “boy within”. Yet when I intentionally (as when going out to 
dinner) or unintentionally (as when editing the story or assembling the 
Clipsheet) relinquish, temporarily, control over my (Virginia’s) psychic 
functions and when the stimulus is appropriate, the Charles personality 
is ready and waiting to go. Two years of isolation did not destroy this 
integrated, functional unity. He was only in storage as it were, and when 
called upon to reappear did so adequately and completely — and comfort- 
ably I might say. The only inconsistent input to his “computer” during the 
5 hours he was back in control was the constant awareness of the tick- 
ling of my long hair down over his ears. I had tried to slick it back a 
bit to make it stay but as it dried out it did not stay but fell over my 
ears. This Charles’ hair never did, so “he” was not accustomed to that 
constant sensory input. This input was not significant but was the only 
thing noticeably different from the original Charles. 


So the conclusion is (at least to me) inescapable that it IS possible to 
have two functional personalities and that Susanna was right in coining 
the term “Girl Within”. I suspect that those who consider this to be 
poppycock are merely those who have for one reason or another never 
been able to be in the right circumstances for enough time for their 
feminine personality to begin to take form. When dressed they remain 
essentially men in dresses. “She” never gets born, as it were, in a psychic 
sense, so naturally she is never real enough in actuality to become a 
girl within the rest of the time. I further suspect that this type of person 
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is one and the same as the “whole girl fetishist” that I have spoken of in 
previous columns — a person who just doesn’t have any feeling of being 
a different person when dressed except insofar as the bodily sensations 
of heels, girdle, wig etc. are different. 


Lest some who fall in this category should get very annoyed at me for 
the preceeding statements let me hasten to state that this is not meant as 
either a criticism or a put down of such persons. It takes all kinds to make 
a world and all FPs are not alike. Sometimes the differences are due to 
differing degrees of opportunity or feasibility to develop a more femi- 
nine sense of self but sometimes they are inherent, that is, even with 
opportunity and feasibility the individual has no motivation towards 
such feminine development. Obviously a person with a very masculine 
face or someone quite tall or heavy or one with family or domestic 
difficulties will simply not find it practical or possible to be with other 
people enough time and on enough occasions to develop much of a per- 
sonality. Certainly this is not what he would choose but what he has to 
put up with. So it is not that those who have such opportunities or 
motivations are any “better” or superior to those who don’t. To each 
his own — both desires and opportunities. But for those who do get the 
opportunities and who do make passable girls “she” will become more 
and more real with passing experience and when he has to be visible and 
acting “she” will have to be filed away to await another occasion. When 
she does come out she will take up where she left off and continue to 
grow and while she is in “storage” she is surely properly described as the 
“Girl Within.” 


PUZZLE OF THE STATES 


Puzzles are something new in the pages of TVia but this one which 
came to my attention through Barbara Ann FM-S-!I FPE is rather 
challenging, so I thought I’d pass it on. In the columns of letters on 
the opposite page are buried the names of all 50 states. They may be 
spelled left to right, right to left, up or down or diagonally but they are 
there. When you find one, circle it and see if you can find them all. 
It’s something to do while waiting for your nail polish to dry .. . on 
second thought, maybe you’d better have your boyself do it, you’re 
probably too flighty and exciteable yourself. 
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The New Indiana Chapter of FPE 
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Connie — Ohio Priscilla — N.J. 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS 


By Margaret Elizabeth — aE SC 


Editor's Note: The following short article is reprinted from the Beau- 
mont Bulletin, the publication of our FPE affiliated sister organization 
in England. It is reproduced here because it not only gives a little 
“hands across the sea” flavor but because in its latter half it has a 
strangely beautiful quality seldom expressed in letters printed here. 


As a new member of only a few weeks duration I may be a little rash 
in rushing into print in my comments on the Society while I am still 
standing on its fringe. However there are, I know, many others like 
myself who have made contact through the ‘Observer’ letter, (a letter in 
The London Observer by Pamela — organizer of the Beaumont Society 
— following an interview of mine printed in The Observer. Many 
English girls saw this letter and made contact with the Society. — Ed) 
and may be burning to discuss the subject that is do dear to all of us, but 
which has been bottled up so long by our enforced hermit-like existence. 
Appeals for contributions to the Bulletin should be answered, for this 
is not only our journal but provides us with a unique opportunity to 
make our thoughts known to each other. 


So far I have made my first personal contacts and read the ‘Introduc- 
tion’ and the last two copies of the Bulletin. These have been exciting 
experiences, for it is like the bursting out of a chrysalis, even though I 
shall never myself be much of a painted butterfly. Introduction to this 
strange new world, and its social contacts, does inevitably raise ques- 
tions in the mind as to the purpose of such a society. To try to answer 
these questions is one of the objects of this letter. 


One objective has already been defined in the letter sent to new appli- 
cants: it is to promote social contacts between members. This is not 
only of great personal importance it is the first essential step in creating 
a body of individuals who might be able to take some effective action. 
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The second objective is that which Virginia outlines in the ‘Intro- 
duction’ and campaigns for so energetically; the social understanding 
and acceptance of the transvestite. The T.V. is not an evil person, 
not even necessarily a deviationist, but as a person who expresses, in 
what society regards as a bizarre fashion, qualities that are latent in 
all human beings. Qualities that should not be repressed but expressed 
and integrated into the personality in a way to create a more complete 
human being. 


Thirdly, I think there is another and equally important objective and 
that is ‘know thyself’. That psychiatrists do not understand us seems 
evident, and this is not surprising since if they are not transvestites 
themselves they can only try to rationalize our described emotions, 
and feelings cannot be described. They can only be understood by those 
who know similar feelings. For every T.V. who consults a psychiatrist 
there are many thousands of others who talk only to themselves. 
Surely now, through the Beaumont Society, we have a unique oppor- 
tunity to conduct our own analysis— an anlysis conducted among 
friends who will understand and not reject. An analysis without fear 
of scorn or ridicule. Yet to do this means essentially to open our hearts; 
to express in public our deepest and most precious feelings, and this is 
one of the most difficult things to persuade a human being to do. 


How best to go about this I do not know. Perhaps by open letters 
to the Bulletin, for that would give it a serious as well as (rightly) 
glossy function. Perhaps by private correspondence or a discussion 
group amongst those most interested. I hope this letter will stimulate 
suggestions. 


Now this has all been said let me take over from my ‘brother’ and try 
to light a flame in this letter, for if I do not practice what he preaches 
his words will be in vain. I must seek in him that which gave me birth, 
which fed me and brought me to maturity. 


Even as a child he saw me in him and was afraid, and as he grew I 
grew with him. Sometimes I slept and with me his soul slept and then he 
was a very normal boy. But when I awoke we fought, and when I won 
there would be tears on his pillow. Then he would dress me in sweet 
clothes and perfumes and give me mirrors to admire my beauty. And he 
would play me tunes and bring me flowers from the fields, for he knew 
how strong was my love of music and of nature. When I grew full and 
fair and complete in my womanhood he rejected other men and sought 
only the company of women. For he would point them out and say, 
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“There sister, do you not see that round arm, that curve of hip and 
bosom, those red lips and that soft hair which streams in the breeze. Do 
you not see those eyes; deep pools of tenderness and compassion.” But I 
know he did not see them for he saw only me. 


For two years he lived in me, and I thought we would be one forever, but 
the world would not permit it. The day came when he looked at me with 
doubt, and seeing only external appearances, said ‘your beauty fails’ we 
cannot live together! Not knowing that my beauty and his soul were one, 
he rejected me for another. So for twenty years I was chained and bound 
and the world did with him what it liked, until the day came when he 
sickened of the world. As his sickness grew my strength grew with it 
until at last I burst my bonds and stood again before him, and he knew 
that I was more beautiful than ever. He saw that I had the beauty of God, 
the beauty of music and of nature, that I had the beauty of all women. 


I took him up into me and he was, at last, at peace. I said to him “Go 
into the world and seek others like you and tell them what you have 
found — tell them not to grieve because they are what they are, for those 
who seek beauty seek Me, and I am in all of them.” 


So I must finish this letter by saying to my sisters — “reject the over- 
masculine betrayers of life, reject that which itself rejects beauty, think 
with your heart and not with your head, and then one day you and | 
shall be one.” 


Sound Familiar? 

“The young men dress like women... 
children now love luxury, have bad manners, 
contempt for authority, show disrespect for their 
elders and love chatter in place of exercise. 
Children are now tyrants, not the servants of 
their households. They no longer rise when elders 
enter the room. They contradict their parents, 
chatter before company, gobble up their dainties 
at the table, cross their legs and tyrannize over 
their teachers.” 

—Socrates (467-400 B.C.) 
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Sigs SS 


: MASCULINITY CODE IS OUTMODED 
Palla SAYS 


—_& > AUTHOR OF “AMERICAN MALE” 


Ed. Note: In TVia No. 42 Sheila reviewed and I commented on the 
book “The American Male’. Recently I ran across a regular news- 
paper book review of it. It was so succinct and to the point that I 
thought I would reprint it here as a further urging to get it and read it. 


Myron Brenton’s “The American Male” is said to pave the way for 
American men to liberate themselves from the masculinity trap that 
“has been undermining true manliness and restricting the inner core 
of men for too long.” 


Outmoded Code 


Brenton says men in America are saddled with an outmoded code of 
masculinity that cripples their personalities and restricts their enjoy- 
ment of life at every significant level of experience. This explosive theme 
is based on two years’ research among men of all social and economic 
classes as well as extensive interviews with psychiatrists and other 
members of the psycho-sociological communities. 


According to the American idea of maleness, a man is supposed to 
be a strong silent type who keeps his problems to himself and rules his 
women with an iron hand. He shuns any attitude or activity that lacks 
a distinctly masculine label. This means that he almost never experiences 
a deep human contact, because he has learned to suppress the requisite 
feelings of tenderness and warmth. These are “feminine” feelings, and 
the American male bears a certain hostility toward anything feminine, 
including, inevitably, females themselves. 


How the contemporary male can resolve these manifold contradic- 
tions, overcome his rigidity and fear of emotional commitment and 


approach life with flexibility and fullness of response, is the subject of 
this fascinating book. 


by Virginia » SS EE 


I. THE NEW FORMAT: | hope you all liked the face lifting we gave 
TVia starting with No. 60. Seemed that the old girl was entitled to a new 
dress on the outside and some new innerwear too. After all she’s a big 
girl now having been around a pretty good span of time for an in- 
group publication like this. Any comments on her longevity? 


II. TV TALES 6 and 7: “A Case of Accidental Murder” has been 
published as Tales 6 and 7 combined — at $3. It is the equivalent of two 
“Tales” because I did not have any 14-16 page stories which is the 
proper length for the Tales. They can be printed 16 pages at a time — 
odd numbers of pages are proportionately more expensive. So since this 
story ran to 38 pages or more than double the usual length I just made 
it into two tales at once at twice the price. I have owed “Tales” to too 
many for too long and wanted to get my honor out of hock. 


III. OTHER PUBLICATIONS: I hope that I shall be able to get 
another long story off to the printer shortly as I promised several 
months ago that I would. However, having most of the month of May 
“stolen” from me by trips has put even more pressure on me. This issue 
will be out before I leave for my summer vacation trip and I am going to 
try to get another to the printer to appear during my absence but that 
may mean that the novel will have to wait. Something has to give and 
I think TVia’s continuity is the most important. 


IV. DONT JUST SIT THERE!: Do something! While I get lots of 
letters of appreciation of TVia and urgings to “keep up the good work” 
and offers to “help anyway I can,” I have been very disappointed in two 
things. 1) Several times I have offered to accept the special price of 
$2 and to pay the postage myself if any of you will pay the $2 and send a 
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letter of donation to some library near you to give a copy of “The 
Transvestite and His Wife.” Very few of you have taken me up on this. 
There are not many ways in which you can say thank you for whatever 
you may have gotten out of TVia and FPE — other than by letter. But 
by getting this book into your local city or university library where it 
can be found by some other lonely and distraught FP or by his dis- 
turbed and frightened wife you will be helping to pass on the torch. 
“Do as you were done by,” is all I ask. If each of you were to do this the 
libraries of this country would have something to list under T — Trans- 
vestism other than “Male Madam” and the like. Did you ever go into 
a library and look in the index for some help? You did! And did you 
find anything worthwhile? If you did you were lucky, most of us didn’t. 
Why not help the next guy who comes along and have something for him 
to find? 2) I have also several times offered and suggested that you 
spend a couple of dollars and buy some copies of the “Introduction to 
Transvestism”’ at 10c each which is their cost to me. Send these out to 
doctors, ministers, police departments, marriage counsellors, etc. 
Probably you won’t ever know whether your investment really paid off 
but you will have contributed your bit to the general information on 
the subject. Someone somewhere and sometime will profit by that wider 
knowledge on the part of someone that he consults in a moment of need. 
You can’t help me much but you can help others in this way. How about 
it? I have personally given away literally thousands of these leaflets 
— they have been reprinted 7 or 8 times. It has also been translated into 
Spanish, German, Swedish, Danish and will soon be in French. 


V AGAIN A REQUEST: As I’ve said many times in the past the 
biggest consumer of my time is correspondence. Please assist me in 
keeping up with things by writing out your questions in such a way 
that they can be answered in a few words. Do it on a separate sheet and 
enclose a stamped self-addressed envelope and you'll probably get the 
answer very quickly. But when they are inserted in a letter I’ve got to 
take time to write a letter back and in the meantime they get put in a 
pile and sometimes they just never get to the top. I try to take care of 
everybody but even with Mary’s help it is getting increasingly difficult 
to do so and keep up on everything else too. Soo. . 00 . . please help. 


VI. CONTACT AND PERSON TO _ PERSON: When _ using 
CONTACT please remember to put your letter in an unsealed, stamped 
envelope and enclose the $1 fee. Please don’t write anything on the 
face of the envelope other than the femmename and code of the 
addresses in pencil so we can erase it to mail it. Sealed envelopes just 
have to be opened and inked names just have to be covered up. If you 
want your return name and address in the corner that is O.K. 
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PRICE LIST 


“TRANSVESTIA” . . . A magazine written by, for and about men 
with a “Feeling for the Feminine.” Published six times a year. 
Per, Copy. dssues 61 yandyafteryarn. ¢iced 9. sence - beterarayll! «yaar $5 
PerCopy,.Issues, 60/and, beforedy. 6 . 0 - deca + eee. > AO $4 
Analy SUDSCIPUOD) «fp alia chee Geen “Gi Gemowts Seksmcworu sis) le $30 
“CLIPSHEET” . . . News of transvestism and impersonation around 
the world. Clippings sent in by readers reproduced for scrap books. 
Single. copiest...¢4../ 8. o-lobt-b.agoaee satan). dow ..0 0 LES He) $1.50 
Four copies for) nina. dou. ee t- Suse. ces. .cklalinws. $5 
“TV-TALES” Short stores 16——25 pages....... Eachuses: . il $1.50 
(Nos. 2, 3, 5 available) 
SEPARATE BOOKS 


“THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE” . . .A discussion from 
both points of view. Includes many letters from understanding 
wives. Written simply, fairly and directly to help wives, parents, 
others to understand. $4 


“FATED FOR FEMININITY” . . . Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wanted to be a cheer leader but ended up as 
school Beauty Queen, most popular girl and eventually bride of 
another pretty girl. Illus. $5 


“I AM A MALE ACTRESS” . . . Reporter impersonates a star, 
makes a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, 
they live as sisters. Illus. $5 


“THE SCARCITY OF NURSES AND OTHER STORIES” ...A 
collection of five short stories involving transvestism. Illus. $5 


“CARNIVAL” . . . A long novel about a boy brought up as a girl 
and her life in a carnival. Illus. $5 


“DOUBLE SWITCH” . . . The head mathematician was a man but 
not a male. The girl who programmed computors was not. Neither 
knew the other’s story but they found out and found happiness. 

Illus. $3 


“REVERSE SEX” . . . Complete and authorized autobiography of 
the famous COCCINELLE of Paris. 120 pgs of story 64 pages of 
pictures dressed and undressed to show her remarkable conversion. 
Imported from England. 93 Illus. $4 


“TALES FROM PINK MIRROR” .. . This book was not 
published by Chevalier but is available to readers. It is a long story, 
profusely illustrated about a boy’s conversion to a girl in a special 
school. Illus. $4 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES ON BACK ISSUES 


TRANSVESTIA: Back issues except 1-13, 17, 23-32, 36, 42, 45, 46 
are available. Every issue is new and interesting until you have 
read it. Many wonderful stories, articles and pictures have appeared 
in earlier issues. Don’t overlook them waiting for newer issues. 
Due to the change of price from $4 to $5 starting with No. 61, the 
back issue special price applies ONLY TO ISSUES NO. 60 AND 


BEFORE. Reduced rate, 6 issues for. . 1.0.0.0... cece cee eee $20 
CLIPSHEET Back Issues 6 for... 2.00... ee ee es $3 
FEMMEMIRROR — A _ 16 page monthly newsletter now 
discontinued but about 30 issues are still available 6 for...... $3 


(CLIPSHEET and MIRROR back issues can be mixed) 
MERCHANDISE 


Item 1. SPECIAL BRA WITH INSERTS: Nice cotton bras with 
elastic straps having a special pocket in each cup which holds a 
polyvinyl insert. Although intended to be inflated with air, the 
inserts can be filled with a special jelly to provide softness and 
weight. Available in white only in sizes 36B and 38B only. For 
larger sizes, bras can be lengthened with special extenders avail- 
able in most notions departments and 5 & 10 stores. Inserts can 
be removed and used in other bras. 

BRA and INSERTS $6 


Item 2. JELLY KIT FOR SPECIAL BRA: Consists of two 
chemicals—one liquid the other a powder. When the powder has 
been soaked in water overnight and injected into the inserts, 
followed by the liquid and enough water to fill them properly, 
a soft, non-flowing jelly results. This may be colored to skin tones 
with liquid makeup. The jelly filled inserts give the breasts a 
natural softness and weight. Worn in an elastic strap bra they 
bounce and flow as one walks just like a natural breast. Full 
instructions provided including suggestions for producing 
“cleavage”. 94 “Jelly Kit — $5 
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Item 3. REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those requiring 
special bra sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own 


the inserts can be obtained separately. 
INSERTS PER PAIR $4 


Item 4. MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring a larger 
bust it is possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast 
replacement after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than 
the regular type and have an extended part that fits under the arm 
where the lymph glands have been removed by surgery. This 
provides fullness in this area that no ordinary falsies of any type 
can give thus being more natural on a larger figure. 

INSERTS PER PAIR $4 


Item 5. “PRETTI PANTIES”: If you like wearing feminine 
things under pants these are a “must”. Nylon, lace trimmed, and 
with ribbons threaded through lace and bows. AND they have a 
fly front opening. Comfortable, pretty and practical. Sizes large 
and medium. Colors: Sapphire Blue and Jade Green. 

EACH $5 


Item 6. “PHANTOM PHANNY” Two, separate, shield-shaped 
plastic foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the 
buttocks cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s 
derriere to more feminine proportions. They are washable, 
comfortable and undetectable. One size only. 

PER PAIR $5 


Item 7. HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic 
cut into approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. 
Since the exact shape and size desired will vary they are intention- 
ally left in a rough finished condition to be further shaped, 
trimmed and smoothed to the desired contour by the wearer. 
Easily cut with scissors. When wom under a girdle they add about 
an inch of “hip” on each side. These are “wrap-around” pads, 
not just a narrow piece of foam worn over the hip. Under a girdle 
with the front pad (which they are designed to match with) they 
give an entirely feminine and smooth pelvic outline. 

PER PAIR $5 


Item 8. FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T”-shaped foam 

pad pre-shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front 

to hold the male organs. Rough finished to allow for further 

trimming to individually desired shape and smoothness. Use of 

this pad will give the “flat-front” look so much desired without 
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binding and discomfort. There is a “tail piece” that fits back 
between the legs and fills this area when worn under a pantie and 
girdle or a pantie girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. 

PAD, EACH $4 


Item 9: MAKEUP REMOVER: A soap and water scrub to 
remove makeup is doing it the hard way, especially on dry skins. 
This is a special preparation containing no mineral oil or solvents 
yet it gently removes powder and creme makeup of all kinds as 
well as eye shadow, eyebrow pencil, eyeliner and mascara. Just 
apply, rub over face and wipe clean with tissue. It will remove 
part of all lipsticks depending on their composition and all of 
some lipsticks. A little soap and water on a washcloth will remove 
any remaining. In addition to being a remover, the oil is a beauty 
treatment for the skin, softening and lubricating it. 

4 oz. BOTTLE $3 


Item 10: “LECTRO-CAINE”: A skin anesthetic for use during 
electrolysis. Apply to skin and gently rub in for 10 minutes before 
an electrolysis treatment. Does not anesthetize the face nor 
prevent all pain, but makes the needle much more tolerable. 

4 oz. BOTTLE $2 


Item 11. WIGS AT NEW REDUCED RATES: 

Recent developments in wig manufacture have resulted in lowered 
prices. We do not stock wigs but can obtain top quality wigs at less 
than going prices. All human hair. 


Machine made (Weft Type) Reg length............. $45 
Machine made (Weft Type) Extra Long............ $65 
{Eg iWin 1 e222 ln em Ae anime eC NR $100 


These prices are for unstyled wigs alone. For a styled wig on a 
plastic head in plastic case and including shipping charges add to 
the above $15. Send color sample and picture or drawing of style. 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
BOX 36091, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90036 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Fiction, articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, 
pictures — all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for publication 
on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at the rate 
of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor must reserve 
the right to cut or edit submitted material for suitability and payment 
will therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. No pay- 
ment will be made for material less than 2/3 of a page which will count 
as one page. Payment will be made after material appears in print. 
Manuscripts will not be bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be 
submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability 
and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in the 
best interest of the magazine. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, 
thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit correspond- 
ence service to those who have been on the subscription list for at least 
5 issues and who have been screened. If you wish to use this service ask 
for the personal information form: Return it with the $5 registration 
fee. This will entitle the applicant to use the service, and a code number 
will be assigned upon acceptance. The $5 fee becomes advance pay- 
ment for ads ($2) or answers ($2) or answers ($1) at regular rates. 


x 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE) is our social organization. Application for 
membership may be made after having been on Chevalier’s subscrip- 
tion lists for 5 or more issues and having read them. (Back issues count 
as part of the 5). This will enable the reader to ascertain the kind of 
people for which the magazine is published and to decide whether he 
is also one of that kind. Acceptance into FPE is dependent upon 
approval of an application form, payment of dues and by a personal 
interview with the area councillor (when possible). Members of FPE 
may use the Person to Person service by simply paying the regular fees. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted where appropriate. 
Ask for rates. 


CHEVALIER Copyright 


‘ Copyright 1970 by CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
Box 36091 - Los Angeles, California 90036 


All Rights Reserved. 
No part of this book may be reproduced without written permission. 


